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WILSON’S 


TALES OF THE BORDERS, 

AND OF SCOTLAND. 


1 1 1 1 ; SOLITARY OF THE CAVE. 

On the banks of the Tweed, and about half a mile abo\ 

. ere Whi tadder flows into it on the opposite side, thei 
is a small and singular cave. 1 t is evidently not an excavr 
tion formed by nature, but the work of man’s hands. T 
e best of my recollection, it is about ten feet square, an 
n the midst of it is a pillar or column, hewn out of 
o d mass, and reaching from the floor to the roof. It 
an apartment cut out of the solid rock, and must have bee 
a work of great labour. In tl,e neighbourhood, it is gen, 

di on mr^t h t e Dame ° f ,1,e Ki ' lg ’ S ° 0TC > and ^ *« 

king Formerly ,t was ascended from the level of tire wa 

y a flight of steps, also hewn out of the rock : but th 
nrouidenng touch of time, the storms of winter, an? 
undermining action of the river, which continuali; appear 

he'T S ,H°t ( “ ‘ l0,,gh noture aWed enlargini 

imr men vn t i • ? Wlthln the memory of liy 

D V\ licit kill nr nsed if - nc n t 

s^eth not: but it also" whispers’ that it wILIS fori life 
S thtons m P l' ri0 ‘ lei °’” ^ TOIiam Wall “ a 

mgs majr Iiaye been : but o^rtoinUr u 
Vol iv 5 certain] i, never was 
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formed to be a mere place of concealment for a king, though 
such is the popular belief. Immediately above the bank 
where it is situated, are the remains of a Roman camp; 
and it is more than probable that the cave is coeval with 
the camp, and may have been used for religious purposes 
— or, perchance, as a prison. 

But our story has reference to more modern times. Al- 
most ninety years have fallen as drops into the vast ocean 
of eternity, since a strange and solitary man took up his 
residence in the cave. lie appeared a melancholy being 
— he was seldom seen, and there were few with whom he 
would hold converse. How he lived no one could tell, nor 
would he allow any one to approach his singular habitation. 
It was gen rally supposed that he had been “out,” as the 
phrase went, with Prince Charles, who, after being hunted 
as a wild beast upon the mountains, escaped to France 
only a few months before the appearance of the Solitary 
on Tweedside. This, however, was merely a conjecture. 
The history and character of the stranger were a mystery ; 
and the more ignorant of the people believed him to be a 
wizard or wicked man, who, while he avoided all manner 
of intercourse with his fellow-mortals, had power over and 

was familiar with the spirits of the air; for, at that period, 
the idle belief in wit cl i craft was still general, II is gar- 
ments were as singular as his habits, and a large coarse 
cloak or coal, of a brown colour, fastened around him with 
a leal hern girdle, covered his person; while on his head 
he wore a lung, conical cap, composed of fox-skins, some- 
what resembling those worn now a days by some of our 
regimenlH of dragoons. His beard, which was black, was 
also pcrmiltcd to grow. But there was a dignity in his 
Step, US he was occasionally observed walking upon the 
banks over his hermitage, and an expression of pride upon 
his Countenance and in the glance of his eyes, whieh spoke 
him to have been a person of some note. 
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For three years he continued the inhabitant of the cave ; 
and, throughout that period, he permitted no one to enter 
it. But, on its appearing to be deserted for several day* 
some fishermen, apprehending that the recluse might be 
dying, or perchance dead, within it, ascended the flight 
of steps, and, removing a rude door which merely rested 
against the rock and blocked up the aperture, they per- 
ceived that the cave was tenantless. On the farther side 

of the pillar, two boards, slightly raised as an plane 

and covered with dried rushes, marked what had been the 
ed of the Solitary. A low stool, a small and rude table, 
witi two or three simple cooking utensils, completed the 
furniture of the apartment. The fishermen were about to 
withdraw, when one of them picked up a small parcel of 

» , — _ cave, as though the her- 

mit had dropped them by accident at his departure. Thev 

entitled— ** ” lettCrs to a friond > <™d wore 

“MY HISTORY.” 

“ Dear Lewis, they began,) when death shall have sealed 
up le eyes, and perchance some stranger dug a grave for 
jour early friend, Edward Fleming, „,e„ ft, ^Xwul 
he now writes for your perusal may m ee, your eye. You 
believe me dead-and would to Heaveu that I had died 

living lire which preys upon uud^re , Z Xj 

uonsume me I You remember- for you wor^ whh „,Z 
the first time I met Catherine Forrester. It was when her 
fafcr invited „s to his house iu Nithsdnle, and our hearts 

team of beauty, a being more of heaveu th/n 'f eard, 

pain. ofTveS. Z htr f"“ “f «*» 

«ug over a 000^^^ ^ 
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find their equal ? She became the sole object of my waking 
thoughts, the vision that haunted my sleep. And was she 
not good as beautiful? Oh! the glance of her eyes was mild 
as a summer morning breaking on the earth, when the first 
rays of the sun shoot like streaks of gold across the sea. 
Her smile, too — you cannot have forgotten its sweetness I 
never did I behold it, but I thought an angel was in my 
presence, shedding influence, over me. There was a soul, 
too, in ov . ry word she uttered. Affectation she had none; 
hut, the outpourings of her mind Unwed forth ns a river, and 
her wit played like the ripple which the gentle breeze makes 
to sport upon its bosom. You may think that I am about 
to write you a maudlin talc of love, such as would draw 
tears from a maiden in her teens, while those of more sober 
age turned away from it, and cried — 4 Pshaw 1 1 But fear 
not — there is more of misery and madness than of love in 
my history. And yet, why should we turn with affected 
disgust from a tale of Iho heart’s first, best, purest, and 

dearest affections ? It is affectation, Lewis — the afieotation 

of a cynic, who cries out, ‘vanity of vanities, all is vanity,’ 
when tin* delicacy of young ailed ion has perished in his 

own breast. Who is there bearing the human form that 

looks not buck upon those days of tenderness and bliss, 

with a feeling akin to that which our first parents might 
have experienced, when they looked back upon t he Kden 
from which they had been expelled? Whatever may be 
your feelings, forgive me, while, for a few moments, I in- 
dulge in the remembranoe of this one bright Spot in my 

history, even although you are already in part, acquainted 
with it. 

We had been inmates beneath thereof of Sir William 
Forrester for somrwhal, more than two months, waiting to 
receive inlelligniee royai-ding I In- d« -signs of his ILxeolloney, 
or the landing of the ITinco. It WAS during the Easter 
mlidnys, and you had gone to Edinburgh fora few days, 
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to ascertain tlie feelings and the prepai'ntions of the friends 
of the cause jjthere. 1 remained almost forgetful of our er- 
raiid, dreaming beneath the eyes of Catherine. It was on 
the second day after your departure, Sir William sat brood- 
ing over the possible results of the contemplated expedition, 
now speaking of the feeling of the people, the power of the 
house of Hanover, the resources of Prince Charles, and the 
extent of the assistance he was likely to receive from France 

drowning, at the same time, every desponding thought 
that arose in an additional glass of claret, and calling on 
me to follow his example. But my thoughts were of other 
matters. Catherine sat beside me, arranging Easter gifts 
for the poor ; and I, though awkwardly, attempted to assist 
her. Twilight was drawing on, and the day was stormy 
for the season, for the snow fell, and the wind whirled 
round the drift in fantastic columns ; but with us, the tire 
blazed blithely, mingling its light with the fading day an. I 
•tough the storm raged without, aud Sir William seimed 
ready to sink into melancholy, I was happy— more than 
hnppy. But attend, Lewis, for I never told you this ; at the 
very moment when my happiness seemed tranquil as the 
rays of a summer moon at midnight, showering them on a 
mountain and casting its deep, silent shadow on a lake as 
though it revealed beneath the waters a bronzed and a 
silent world the trampling of a horse’s feet was heard at the 
gate. I looked towards the narrow window. A blackish 
brown, shaggy animal attempted to trot towards the door. 

and n tTfifTr ^ a r ° Und form > and llollo 'v back ; 

the hri& to S y W°,^ S . fiSUre ’ A™ it, gave 

idle to Sir William s groom, and uttered his orders re- 

IndsoT ? r tW f hS - a i dinS ° f tie St0rm > with the lowness 
nd solemnity of a judge. And, fearful that, although so 

delivered, they might not be obeyed to the letter- 

A memfu 1 man regardeth the life of his beast,’ said he. 
and stalked to the stable behind them. ' * 
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‘There go a brace of originals,’ thought 1; and. with 
difficulty, 1 suppressed a laugh. 

But Catherine smiled not, and her father left the room 
to welcome the vistant. 

The tall, thin man now entered. I call him tall, for his 
stature exceeded six feet ; and I say thin, for nature had 
been abundantly liberal with bones and muscle, but wo- 
fuUy niggard in clothing them with flesh. His limbs, how- 
ever, were lengthy enough for a giant of seven feet; and it 
would be difficult for me to say, whether his swinging 
arms, which seemed suspended from his shoulders, appeared 
more of use or of incumbrance. His countenance was ;i 
thoughtful blank, if you will allow me such an expression. 
He had large, grey, fi x t u re-like, unmeaning eyes; and his 

hair was carefully combed back and plaited behind, to show 
Ins brow to the best, advantage. He gave two familiar 

stalks across the floor, and lie either did not see me, or lu 
cared not for seeing me. 

A good haste i to ye, Catherine, my love I * said he. 

‘Still employed wi* works o' love an 1 oharity? How have 

ye been, dear?’ And he lilted her fair hand to las lone 
blue lips. 

Catherine was silent — she beoame pale, deadly pale. I 

believe ber band grew cold at. bis touch, and that she would 
have looked I >; but slie could not— she dared not. 

Something forbade it. But with me the spell was broken 

the chain that bound me In her lather’s house, that 
withheld me horn aeeompanyiug you to Kdiuhtirgh, was 

revealed. I lm uncouth stranger tore the veil from my 
eyes — lie showed me the first glonoe of love in the mirror 
of jealousy. My teeth grilled together— liiy eyes Hashed 
—drops of sweat stood upon my forehead. M y |i,sl im- 

pulso was to dash the intruder to the ground ; but, to hide 

my feelings, I rose from my seat, and was about, to leave 
tin; room. 
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S^^IjSir, I ask your pardon/ said lie — 1 1 did not observe 
that ye was a stranger ; but that accounts for the uncom- 
mon dryness o’ my Katie. Yet, sir, ye mustna think that, 
though she is as modest as a bit daisy peeping out frae 1 >e- 
neath a clod to get a blink o 1 the sun, but that we can hae 
our ain crack by our twa sels for a’ that.’ 

‘Sir Peter Blakely,’ said Catherine, rising with a look 
expressive of indignation and confusion, ‘ what mean ye ?’ 

Oh, no offence, Miss Catherine — none in the world,’ he 
was beginning to say, when, fortunately, her father en- 
tered, as I found that I had advanced a step towards the 

sti anger, with I scarce know what intention j but it was 
not friendly. 

1 Sir P; t r,’ said Sir William, ‘ allow me to introduce you 

to my young friend, Mr. Fleming ; he is one of ns — a sup- 
porter of the good cause.* 

He intioduced me in like manner. I bowed — -trembP d 
— bowed again. 

‘I am very happy to see you, Mr. Fleming,’ said Sir 
Peter very happy, indeed.’ And he stretched out his 
huge collection of fingers to shake hands with me. 

My eyes glared on his, and I felt them burn as I gazed 

on him. 1 le evidently quailed, and would have stepped 

back ; but I grasped his hand, and scarce knowing wh; t I 

did, I grasped it as though a vice had held it. The blood 

sprang to his thin fingers, and his glazed orbs started far- 
ther from their sockets. 

gipSave us a’! friend! friend! Mr Fleming! or what do 
they ca’ ye?’ he exclaimed in agony ; ‘is that the way you 
shake hands m your country? I would hae ye to mind my 
fingers arena made o’ cauld iron. 

The cold and the snow had done half the work with his 
fingers before, and the grasp I gave them squeezed them 
into torture; and ie stood shaking and rattling them in 
the air, applying them to his Ups and again to the fire. 
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and, finally, dancing round the room, swinging his tor- 

mented hand, and exclaiming — 

* Sorrow take ye! for I dinna ken whether my lingers be 

off or on ! ’ 

Sir William strove to assure him it was merely the effect 
of cold, and that I could not intend to injure him, while, 
with difficulty, he kept gravity at the grotesque contortions 
and stupendous strides of his intended son-in-law. Even 
Catherine’s countenance relapsed into a languid smile, and 
I, in spite of my feelings, laughed outright, while t he object 
of our amusement at once wept and laughed to keep us 


company. 

You will remember that I slept in an apartment sepa- 
rated only by a thin partition from the break last parlour. 
In the partition which divided my chamber from the par- 
lour was a door that led to it, one half of which was ol 
glass, and in the form of a window, and over the glass fell 

a piece of drapery. It was not the door by which I passed 
from or entered my sleeping room, but through the dra- 
pery 1 could discover (if SO minded) whatever took place 

in the adjoining apartment. 

Throughout the night 1 had not retired to rest; my 
soul was tilled with anxious and uneasy thoughts J and 
they chased sleep (nun me. 1 telt how deeply, shall 1 say 
how madly, I loved my ('athenue; and, in 1 etei 

Blakely. I beheld a rival who had forestalled mo in solicit- 
ing her hand; and I haled him. My spirit was exhausted 
with its own hitler and conllie.ting feelings; and l sat down 
man over whom agony of Soul has bronchi a stupor, 
with my eyes vacantly fixed upon the curtain which screened 
1 1 1 1 • from t he breakfftl t parlour. Sir Peter entered it, ami the 
Sound of his footsteps broke my reverie. 1 OOuld perceive 

him approach the tire, draw forward a chair, ami place his 

foot on each side of the grate, lie took out his tobacco- 

box, ;md began to enjoy (lie comforts ol his morning pipe 
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in front of a 1 green fire;’ slavering— for the morning was 
cold — and edging forward his chair, until his knees almost 
came in conjunction with the mantelpiece. Has pipe was 
finished, and he was preparing to fill it a second time, 
lie struck it over his finger, to shake out the dust which 
remained after his last whiff; he struck it a second time, 
(he had been half dreaming, like myself, * and it broke in 
two and fell among his feet. He was left without a com- 
panion, He arose and began to walk across the room ; his 
countenance bespoke anxiety and restlessness. I heard him 
mutter the words — 

4 1 marry her ! — yea, I will ! — -my sweet ( ’atherine 1 ’ 

Every muttered word he uttered was a dagger driven 

into my bosom. At that moment, Sir William entered the 
parlour. 


I 


‘Sir, said Sir Peter, after their morning salutations, 
have been thinking it is a long way for me to come over 
from Roxburgh to here’— and he paused, took out his snuff- 
box, opened the lid, and added — ‘Yes, sir, it is a long 

way’ he took a pinch of snuff, and continued ‘Now, 

Sir William, I have been thinking that it would be as well, 
indeed a gieat deal better, for you to come over to my 

lodge at a time hke this.’ Here he paused, and placed the 
snuff-box in his pocket. 

‘ I can appreciate your kind intentions, ’ said Sir William 
‘but’ * 

‘ There can be no huts about it,’ returned the other — ‘ I 
peiceive ye dinna understand me, Sir William. Wliat I 


mean is tins’— but here he seemed at a loss to explain his 
meaning ; and, after standing with a look of confusion for 
afew moments, he took out liis tobacco-box, and added— 
would thank you, sir, to order me a pipe.’ The nine 
was Drought-lie put it in the fire, and added — ‘I have 
been thinking, Sir William, very seriously have I been 
tin, iking, on a change of litc. I am no great bairn in (ho 
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world now; and, I am sure, sir, none knows better than 
you (who for ten years was my guardian), that I never 
had such a degree of thoughtlessness about me as to render 
it possible to suppose that I would make a bad husband to 
any woman that was disposed to be happy. 1 Once more he 
became silent, and taking his pipe from the fire, after a few 
thoughtful whiffs, he resumed — * Servants will have their 
own way without a mistress owre them; and I am sure it 
would be a pity to see ony thing going wrong about my 
place, for every body will say, that has seen it, that the sun 


doesna wauken the birds to throw the soul of music owre 
a lovelier spot, in a 1 his journey round the globe. Now, 
Sir William, 1 he added, ‘it is needless for me to say it, for 
every person within twenty miles round is aware that I am 
just as fond o 1 Miss Catherine as the laverock is o 1 the blue 
lift; and it is equally sure and evident to me, that she cares 
for naebody but mysel/ 

Lcwisl imagine my feelings when I heard him utter this I 
There was a word that I may not write, which filled my 
soul, and almost burst from my tongue. 1 felt, agony and 

indignation burn over my face. Again, I heard him add — 

* When 1 was over in the middle o 1 harvest last, yo re- 
member that, in your presenoe, I put the quoston fairly to 
her; and, although slit* hung down her head and said 
nothing, yet that, sir, in my opinion, is just the way a vir- 
tuous woman ought to consent. I conceive that it'shewed 

true affection, and sterling modesty; and, sir, what 1 am 
now thinking is this — Catherine is very little short of one 
and twenty, and 1, not so young as I have been, am every 
day drawing nearer In my sere and yellow leaf; and I con 

ceive it would bo great foolishness yo will think so your 
self — to be putting off time/ 

‘My worthy friend/ said Sir William, ‘you are aware 
that the union you speak nf is nnr from which my consent 

h as never been withlmbl; and 1 am conscious that, in oom 
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plying with your wishes, I shall bestow my daughter's hand 
upon one whose heart is as worthy of her affections as his 
actions and principles are of her esteem.’ 

Sir Peter gave a skip (if I may call a stride of eight 
feet by such a name) across the room, he threw the pipe in 
the grate, and, seizing the hand of Sir William, exclaimed — 

‘Oh, joy supreme! oh, bliss beyond compare! 

My cup runs owre— Heaven’s bounty can nae mairl’ 

Excuse the quotation from a profane author,’ he ati ed, 

‘ upon such a solemn occasion ; but he expresses exactly 

my feelings at this moment ; for, oh, could you feel what I 

feel here!’ — And he laid his hand upon his breast. ‘ What- 

evei be my faults, whatever my weakness, I am strong in 
gratitude.’ 

You will despise me for having played the part of a mean 

listener. Be it so, Lewis— I despise, I hate myself. I heard 

it proposed that the wedding-day should take place within 

a month : but the consent of Catherine was not yet obtained. 

1 perceived her enter the apartment ; I witnessed her agony 

when her father communicated to her the proposal of his 

friend, and his wish that it should be agreed to. Shall I 

tell it you, my friend, that the agony I perceived on her 

countenance kindled a glow of joy upon mine? Yes I 

rejoiced m it, for it filled my soul with hope, it raised my 
heart as from the grave. 

Two days after this, and I wandered forth among the 
woods, to nourish hope in solitude. Every trace of the 
recent storm had passed away, the young buds were wooing 
tie sun earns, and the viewless cuckoo lifted up its voice 
from afar. All that fell upon the ear, and all that met the 
eye, contributed to melt the soul to tenderness. My thoughts 
of Catherine, and I now thought how I ,w7l 
osom before her my whole heart ; or, I fancied her by my 
si e, er air face beaming smiles on mine, her lips whisper- 
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in - music. My spirit became entranced — it was lied with 
her image. With my arms folded upon my bosom, I was 
wandering thus unconsciouly along a footpath in the wood, 
when I was aroused by the exclamation — 

* Edward ! * 

It was my Catherine. I started as though a disembodied 
spirit had met me on my path. Her agitation was not less 
than mine. I stepped forward — .1 would have clasped her 
to my bosom — but resolution forsook me — her presence 
awed me — I hesitated and faltered — 

4 Miss Forrester 1* 

1 had never called her by any other name; but, as she 
afterwards told me, the word then went to her heart, and 
she thought, ‘lie cares not for me, and I am lost!’ Would 
to Heaven that such had ever remained her thoughts, and 
your friend would have been less guilty and less wretched 
than he this day is ! 

1 offered her my arm, and we walked onward together; 
but we spoke not to each oi lier — we could not speak. Each 
had a thousand things to say, but they were all unutterable. 
A stilled sigh escaped from her bosom, and mine responded 

to it. We bad approached within a quarter of a mile of 

her father’s house. Still we were both silent. I trembled 
• — 1 stood suddenly still. 

4 Catherine I * I exclaimed, and my eyes remained fixed 
upon the ground — my bosom laboured inagony I struggled 

for words, and, at length, added, 4 I oannot return to your 

father’s — Catherine, I cannot !’ 

1 Edward V silo cried, ‘whither — whither would you 

go? — you would not leave me thus? "What means this?’ 

4 Means I Cat herine I 1 returned I— 1 are ye not to be 
another's? Would that I had died before 1 had looked 

upon thy face, and my soul was lighted with a fleeting joy, 

only t hat the midnight of misery might sit down on it foi 
ever P 
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‘Oh, speak not thus!’ she cried, and her gentle form 
shook as a blighted leal* in an autumnal breeze; ‘speak not 
language unfit for you to utter or me to hear. Come, 
dear Edward !’ 

‘ Dear Edward!’ I exclaimed, and my arms fell upon 
her neck — ‘that word has recalled me to myself! Dear 
Edward ! — repeat those words again ! — let the night-breeze 
whisper them, and bear them on its wings for ever! Tell 
me, Catherine, am I indeed dear to you ?’ 

She burst into tears, and hid her face upon my bosom. 

‘ Edward !’ she sobbed, ‘ let us leave this place— I have 
said too much — let us return home.’ 

‘ No, loved one !’ resumed I ; ‘if you have said too much, 
we part now, and eternity may not unite us! Farewell, 
Catherine! — be happy! Bear my thanks to your father, 
and say — but, no, no ! — say nothing, — let not the wretch 
he has honoured with his friendship blast his declining 
years! Farewell, love!’ I pressed my lips upon her snowy 
brow, and again I cried — ‘Farewell!’ 

‘You must not — shall not leave me!’ she said, and trem- 
bled; while her fair hands grasped my arm. 

‘Catherine,’ added I, ‘can I see you another’s? The 

thought chokes me! Would you have me behold it? 

shall my eyes be withered by the sight? Never, never! 
Forgive me! — Catherine, forgive me! I have acted rashly, 
perhaps cruelly; but I would not have spoken as I have 
( ( i i ( > [ yy ould ! 1 fled from your presence — I woul d not 

have given one pang to your gentle bosom — your father 
1 1 \ i Id t i >t have said 1 1 at he sheltered a scorpion that turned 
and stung him; but, meeting you as I have done to-day, I 
could no longer suppress the tumultuous feelings that strug- 
gled in my bosom. But i: is past. Forgive me — forget 
me !’ ^ 

Still memory hears her sighs, as her tears fell upon my 
' 'Osom, and, wringing her hands in bitterness, she cried— 
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4 Say not, forget you! If, in compliance with my father’s 
will, I must give my hand to another, and if to him my 
vows must be plighted, I will keep them sacred — yet my 
heart is yours I* 

Lewis 1 1 was delirious with joy, as i listened to this 

confession from her lips. The ecstasy of years was com- 
pressed into a moment of deep, speechless, almost painful 
luxury. We mingled our tears together, and our vows 
went up to heaven a sacrifice pure as the first that ascended, 
when the young earth offered up its incense from paradise 
to the new-born sun. 

I remained beneath her father’s roof until within three 
days uf the time fixed for her becoming the bride of Sir 
IVter Blakely. Day by day, I beheld my Catherine move 
to and fro like a walking mrps< — pale, speechless, her eyes 
fixed and larking their lustre. Even I seemed unnoticed 
by her. She neither sighed imr wept. A Irancc had come 

over her faculties. She made no arrangements for her bri- 
dal; and when I at times whispered to her that she should 

be mine! 0 Lewis! she would then smile— but it was a 
smile where the light of the soul was not — more dismal, 
more vacant than the laugh of idiotcy! Think, then, how 

unlike they were to the rainbows of the soul which 1 had 
seen radiate the oountenanoe of my Catherine! 

Kir Peter Blakely had gone into Roxburghshire, to make 

w i 

preparations for taking home his bride, and her father had 
joined you in Edinburgh, relative to the a Hairs of Prince 
Charles, in consequence of a letter which he had received 
from you, and tin* contents of which might not even be 
coinmuniealed to me. At any other time, and this lack of 
confidence would have provoked my resentment; but my 
thoughts wmo then of other tilings, and l heeded it not. 
Catherine and I were ever together; and for hour succeed- 
ing hour we sat silent, gazing on each other. O my friend! 
could your imagination conjure up our toolings and our 
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thoughts in this hour of trial, you would start, shudder, and 
think no more. The glance of each was as a pestilence, 
consuming the other. As the period of her father’s return 
approached, a thousand resolutions crowded within my 
bosom — some of magnanimity, some of rashness. But 1 
was a coward — morally, I was a coward. Though I feared 
not the drawn sword nor the field of danger more than 
another man, yet misery compels me to confess what I was. 
Every hour, every moment, the sacrifice of parting from 
her became more painful. Oh! a mother might have torn 
her infant from her breast, dashed it on the earth, trampled 
on its outstretched hands, and laughed at its dying screams, 
rather than that I now could have lived to behold my Ca- 
therine another’s. 

Suddenly, the long, the melancholy charm of my silence 

broke. I fell upon my knee, and, clenching my hands 
together, exclaimed — 

1 Gracious Heaven! — if I be within the pale of thy 

mercy, spare me this sight ! Let me be crushed as an 

atom but let not mine eyes see the day when a tongue 

speaks it, nor mine ears hear the sound that calls her 
another’s.’ 

I started to my feet, I grasped her hands in frenzy, I 
exclaimed — ‘You shall be mine!’ I took her hand. 

‘ Catherine !’ I added, * you will not — you shall not give 
your hand to another! It is mine, and from mine it shall 

n<»t part! And I pressed it to my breast as a mother would 
her child from the knife of a destroyer. 

‘It shall be yours!’ she replied wildly; and the feeling 
of life and consciousness again gushed through her heart. 
But she sank on my breast, and sobbed- 

‘ My father! 0 my father!’ 

‘Your father is Sir Peter Blakely’s friend,’ replied I 
‘ and he will not break the pledge he has given him. With 
11 s return, Catherine, my hopes and life perish together. 
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Now only can you save yourself— now only can you save 
me. I- 1 y with me! — be mine, and your father’s blessing 
will not be withheld. Hesitate now, and farewell hap- 
piness.’ 

She hastily raised her head from my breast, she stood 
proudly before me, and, casting her bright blue eyes upon 
mine, with a look of piercing inquiry, said — 

1 Edward I what would you have me to do? Deep as 
my love lor you is -and I blush not to confess it — would 
you have me to fly with you accompanied by the tears of 
blighted reputat ion — followed by the groans ami lamenta 

l ions of a heart-broken father — pointed at by the finger of 
the world as an outcast of human frailty? Would you have 
me to break the last cord that binds to existence the only 
being to whom I am related on earth — for whom have I 
but my father? My hand I shall never give to another; 
but I cannot, I will not leave my father’s house. If Ca- 
therine Forrest rr has gained your love f she shall not forfeit 
your esteem. 1 may droop in secret, Edward, as a bud 
broken on its stem, but 1 will not be trample d on in public 
as a worthless weed.’ 

( Nay, my beloved, mistake mo not,’ returned I — 1 wlu n 
the lamb has changed natures with .the wolf, then, but not 
till then, could ] breathe a thought, a word in your pro- 
Honce, t hat. I would blush to utter at the gate of Heaven. 
Within two days, your fa I her and Ms intended son-in law 
will return, and t he father’s throats and tears will subdue 

the daughter’:; purpose. Catherine will he a wife! Fd 

ward n 

* Speak not impiously,’ she cried, imploringly — 1 wluit 
— what can wo do l’ 

‘The present moment only is left us,’ replied 1. 1 lb 

»ifM become the wife of Kdwu.nl Fleming, and lmppim - 
will he ours.’ 

Her pulse stood still ; the blood rushed into her fuooand 
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back to her heart, while her bosom heaved, and her cheeks 

glowed with the agony of incertitude, as she resolved and 
re-resolved. 

But wherefore should I tire you with a recital of what 

you already know. That night, my Catherine became my 

wife. For a few months her father disowned us ; but when 

the fortunes of the Prince began to ripen, through his 

instrumentality we were again received into his favour 

let I was grieved to hear, that, in consequence of our 

marriage, Sir Peter Blakely’s mind had become affected ; 

or, v n e I detested him as a rival, I was compelled to 
esteem him as a man. 

But now Lewis, comes the misery of my story. You 
are aware that, before I saw my Catherine, I was a ruined 

creLsT fl indiscretions but why call them indis- 
had w!ll~n^ 1 ^ Saj my hoadIon S sins — before I 
had well attained the age of manhood, contributed to 

~ Diy 6State ’ ? d the unha PPy political contest in 

of Prince Charles. You know that I bouaht arl >T! 
men ready for the field, I made voyages to France r ’ l*! 
Others in their distress ; and, in doin°g ail this, I anticipated 
no ing less than an earldom, when the Stuarts should Lain 

more of this world's wSd„“ »d y™ toM "*** 

n^u'ner fa,0l ™ g fcTSTl 

1 knew the loyally U “ n J0U ' 

and with me, at all toes, to feel wa s to act I h” 
rum around me, indulrrina ; n . vn , 1 ad dla 8S' ed 

now I had obtained the hand of hfv cJw ^ 5 aud 

not the courage to inform her tha/slie t 

ruined man. aa wecl tJ *at of a 


& 


It was when you and I were at th« n 

e at tlie University too- e t], 

56 


er 
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that the spirit of gambling threw its deceit] ul net around 
me, and my estate was sunk to half its value ere I was of 
age to enjoy it; the other half I had wrecked in idle 
schemes for the restoration of the Stuarts. When, there- 
fore, a few weeks after our marriage, I removed with my 
Catherine to London, I was a beggar, a bankrupt, living in 
fashionable misery. I became a universal borrower, making 
lu>u 1 1 ; ors to pacify $ ie clamours of the old, and to hide 

from my wife the wretchedness oi which I had made her a 
partner. And, 0 Lewis ! the thought that she should dis- 
cover our poverty, was to me a perpetual agony. It came 
11 i i i i i 1 1 i.ngs of my soil like the echo of a 
fui. oi al bell, ior ever pealing its sepulchral boom through 
the music of bridal joy. I cared not for suffering as i/ 
might affect m \ < h • but I could not behold her suffer, and 
suffer for my sake. I heard words oil tenderness fall from 
hei tongue, in accents sweeter than the melody of the lark’s 
evening song, as it chinning descends to fold its wings for 
the night by the side of its anxious mate. I beheld her 
smiling to beguile my care, and fondly watching every 
; < Mon ul iny countenance, us a mother watches over 


her sick child; and the ha I -concealed tear following the 
smile when her efforts proved unavailing ; and my heart 
smote me that she should weep for me, while her tears, 
hei smiles, and her tenderness, added to my anguish, and 
I was unable to say in my heart, 1 Be comforted.’ It could 
not be affection which made me desirous of concealing our 
situation, fi om her, but a weakness which makes us unwill- 
ing to appear before each other as we really are. 

hoi twelve months I concealed, or thought that I had 
concealed, the bankruptcy which overwhelmed me as a 
helmless vessel on a tempestuous sea. But the Prince 
landed in Scotland, and the war began. I was employed 
in piopaiing the way for him in England, and, for a season, 
wild hopes, that made my brain giddy, rendered mo forget- 
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ful of the misery that had hung over and haunted me. 

u tie ulliant and desperate game was soon over; our 
cause was lost, and with it my hopes perished ; remorse 
entered my breast, and I trembled in the grasp of ruin, 
bir Tf ilham Forrester effected his escape to France, but 
his estates were confiscated, and my Catherine was robbed 
of theinhentance that would have descended to her. 

her f ? 1S ,T e an0ther pan S’ more bitter than the loss of 

land T S 5 f ° r hC ’ n ° W £l in a 

and, and _ unconscious of my condition, had a right to 

expect assistance from me. The thought dried up my very 

ar s oo , and made it burn within me— and I fancied 
I heard my Catherine soliciting me to extend the „ 

m to her father, which I J ao L^ aMc to ^w 
T“ herself: for with the rum of our cause, my schemes 

perished* Wm& ° f aUa ^ m§ tlly elamoui- cf creditors, 

so with'me S the‘ hat eVilS °° m ° n0t ““gly— rtor- did they 
» with me, they came as a legion, each more cruel than 

confiscation oTfetL f 

“ r rj, rr 

LI , l P , mt0 tlie hands — of whom? — heaven and 
earth . Lewis, I can hardly wrif-p if it* ^ 

5 SeS r r h 

«her ‘";r nd ^ 

sunk beyond its value, and now I was St the Z. f T 

“ aQ 1 had injured — of him I hated r n, 7 ° f tile 

• his ‘ po“e S I “tLr r ’ • * W0Uli *» 

11 ! — the monster has done it J ButT ^ he taS 1)0116 
history. 4 Lut to Proceed with my 

^ly Catherine was now a mother and lr> 

*“ h “ the that 
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now ready to overwhelm us, was impossible ; yet 1 lacked 
the courage, the manliness to acquaint her with it, or pre- 
pare her for the coming storm. 

But she had penetrated my soul — she had read our con- 
dition ; and, while I sat by her side buried in gloom, and 
my soul groaning in agony, she took my hand in hers, and 
said — 


1 Come, dear Edward, conceal nothing from me. If I 
cannot remove your sorrows, let me share them, 1 have 
borne much, but, for you, 1 can bear more.’ 

‘What mean ye, Catherine ? ’ 1 inquired, in a tone of 
petulance. 

‘ My dear husband, 1 replied she, with her wonted aflec- 
tion, 1 think not 1 am ignorant of the sorrow that preys 
upon your heart. But brood not on poverty as an afflic- 
tion. You may regain affluence, or you may not; it can 
neither add to nor diminish my happiness but as it affects 
you. Only smile upon me, and I will welcome penury. 
Why think of degradation or of suffering? Nothing is 
degrading that is virtuous and honest; and where honesty 
and virtue are, there alone is true nobility, though their 
owner be a hewer of wood. Believe not that poverty is 
the foe of affection. The assertion is the oft-repeated, but 
idle falsehood of those who never loved, I have seen 
mutual love, joined with content, within the clay walls of 
humble cotters, rendering their scanty and coarse morsel 
sweeter than the savoury dainties of the rich; and affection 
increased, and esteem rose, from the knowledge that they 

endured privation together, and for each other. No, 
Edward/ she added, hiding her face upon my shoulder, 
i think not of suffering. We arc young, the world is wide, 
and Heaven is bountiful. Leave riches to those who envy 
them, and affection will render the morsel of our industry 

delicious.’ 

My first impulse was to press her to my bosom; but 
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pride and shame mastered me, and, with a troubled voice; 
I exclaimed — ‘ Catherine 1 ’ 

1 0 Edward !’ she continued, and her tears burst forth, 
4 let us study to understand each other — if I am worthy of 
k e * n g your wife, I am worthy of your confidence.’ 

I could not reply. I was dumb in admiration, in rever- 
ence of virtue and affection of which I felt myself unworthy. 

A load seemed to fall from my heart, I pressed her lips to 
mine, 

* Cunnot Edward be as happy as his Catherine,’ she 

continued; 4 we have, at least, enough for the present, and, 

with frugality, we have enough for years. Come, love, 

wherefore will you be unhappy? Be you our purser.’ 

And, endeavouring to smile, she gently placed her purse 
in my hands. 

i Good Heavens T I exclaimed, striking my forehead, and 
the purse dropped upon the floor ; 4 am I reduced to this ?’. 
Never, Catherine! never! Let me perish in my penury; 
but crush me not beneath the weight of my own meanness 1 
Death ! — what must you think of me V ' 

Think of you ?’ she replied, with a smile, in which affec- 
tion, playfulness, and sorrow met— 4 1 did not think that 

po fc e your poor wife’s banker.’ 

‘Ah, Catherine P cried I, 4 would that I had half your 
virtue half your generosity.’ 

answered laughingly—' have you not 
the whole ? Did I not give you hand and heart— faults 

and virtues ?— and you, cruel man, have lost the half 
already I Ungenerous Edward I’ 

Oh ! exclaimed I, ‘ may Heaven render me worthy of 
such a wife ! ^ 

‘ Come then,’ returned she, ‘smile upon your Catherine 
■ — it is all over now 

^ What is all over, love ?’ inquired I. 

Oh> nothing, nothing,’ continued she, smiling— ‘ merely 
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the difficulty a young husband has in making his wife ao 
quain ted with the state of the firm in which she has become 
a partner/ 

‘ And,’ added I, bitterly, ‘ you find it bankrupt/ 

‘Nay, nay,’ rejoined she, cheerfully, ‘not bankrupt; 
rather say, beginning the world with a small capital. 
Come, now, dearest, smile, and say you will be cashier 
to the firm of Fleming & Co/ 

‘ Catherine 1 — O Catherine 1’ I exclaimed, and tears filled 
my eyes. 

‘ Edward I — 0 Edward!’ returned she, laughing, and 
mimicking my emotion-; ‘good by, dear — good by I’ And, 
picking up the purse, she dropped it on my knee, and 
tripped out of the room, adding gaily — 

$ 

1 For still tho house affairs would call her hence." 

Fondly as I imagined that I loved Catherine, I had never 
felt its intensity until now, nor been aware of how deeply 
she deserved my affection. My indiscretions and misfor- 
tunes had taught me the use of money— they had made me 
to know that it was an indispensable agent in our dealings 
with tho world ; hut they had not taught me economy. 
And I do not believe that a course of misery, continued 
and increasing throughout life, would ever teach this useful 
and prudent lesson to one of a warm-heart ed and sanguine 
temperament; nor would any power on earth} or in years, 
enable him to put it in practice, save the daily and endear- 
ing example of an affectionate and virtuous wile. I do 
not mean the influence which all women possess during 
the oftentimes morbid admiration of what is called a honey- 
moon ; but the deeper and holier power which grows with 

years, and departs not with grey hairs — in our boyish fanoies 

being ■ ■mbodied, and our young feelings being made tangi- 
ble, in the never-changing smile of her who was the sun 
of our early hopes, the spirit of OUT dreams — and who, 
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now, as the partner of our fate, ever smiles on us, and, by 
a thousand attentions, a thousand kindnesses and acts of 
love, becomes every day dearer and more dear to the heart 
where it is her only ambition to reign and sit secure in her 
sovereignty— while her chains are soft as her own bosom, 
and she spreads her virtues around us, till they become a 
part of our own being, like an angel stretching his wings 
innocence. Such is the power and influence of every 
woman who is as studious to reform and delight the hus- 
band as to secure the lover. 

Such was the influence which, I believed, I now felt 
over my spirit, and which would save me from future folly 

and from utter ruin, but I was wrong, I was deceived 

yes, most wickedly I was deceived. But you shall ear. 
On examining the purse, I found that it contained between 
four and five hundred pounds in gold and bills. 

‘ This,’ thought I, ‘ is the wedding present of her father 

to my poor Catherine, and she has kept it until now! Bless 
her ! Heaven bless her.’ 

I wandered to and fro across the room, in admiration of 
her excellence, and my bosom was troubled with a painful 
sense of my own unworthiness. I had often, when my 
heart was full, attempted to soothe its feelings by pouring 
them forth in rhyme. There were writing materials upon 
the table before me. I sat down-I could think of nothing 
but my Catherine, and I wrote the following verses 


TO MY WIFE. 

Call woman — angel, goddess, what you will 

With all that fancy breathes at passion’s call, 

With all that rapture fondly raves — and still 

That one word -WiFE-outvies^ contains them all. 

It is a word of music which can fill 
The soul with melody, when sorrows fall 
Round us, like darkness, and her heart alone 
fs all that fate has left to call our own. 
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Her bosom is a fount of love that swells, 

Widens, and deepens with its own outpouring, 

And, as a desert stream, for ever wells 

Around her husband’s heart, when cares devouring 
Dry up its very blood, and man rebels 

Against his being! — When despair is lowering, 

And ills sweep round him, like an angry river, 

She is his star, his rock of hope for ever. 

Yes ; woman only knows what 'tis to mourn 
She only feels how slow the moments glide. 

Ere those her young heart loved in joy return 
And breathe affection, smiling by her side. 

Hers only are the tears that waste and burn — 

The anxious watchings, and affection’s tide 
That never, never ebbs! — hers are the cares 
No car hath heard, and which no bosom shares : 

Cares, like her spirit, delicate as light 

Trembling at early dawn from morning stars ; 

Cares, all unknown to feeling and to sight 
Of rougher man, whose stormy bosom wars 
With each fierce passion in its fiery might ; 

Nor deems how look unkind, or absence, jars 
Affection’s silver cords by woman wove, 

Whose soul, whose business, and whose life is — L ove. 

I left the verses upon the table, that she might find them 
when she entered, and that they might whisper to her that 
I at least appreciated her excellence, however little I might 
have merited it. 

Lewis, even in my solitary cell, I feel the blush upon my 
cheek, when I think upon the next part of my history. 
My hand trembles to write it, and I cannot now. Methinks 
that even the cold rocks that surround me laugh at me 
derision, and I feel myself the vilest of human things. 
But I cannot describe it to-day — 1 have gone too far 
already, and I find that my brain burns. I have conjured 
up the past, and I would hide myself from its remem- 
brance. Another day, when my brain is cool, when my 
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'land tremolos not, I may tell you’ all ; hut, in the shame 

of my own debasement, my reason is shaken from its 
throne.” 

Here ended the first part of the Hermit’s manuscript ; 

and on another, which ran thus, he had written the 
words — 

“MY HISTORY CONTINUED” 


“ I told you, Lewis, where I last broke off my history, 
that I left the verses on the table for the eye of my 
Catherine. I doubted not that I would devise some plan 
of matchless wisdom, and that, with the money so unex- 
pectedly come into my possession, I would redeem my 
broken fortunes. I went out into the streets, taking the 
purse with me, scarce knowing what I did, but musing on 

what to do. I met one who had been a fellow-gambler with 
me, when at the iTniversity. 

‘ Ha ! Fleming ! ’ he exclaimed, ‘ is such a man alive ! 

I expected that you and your Prince would have crossed 

the water together, or that you would have exhibited at 
Carlisle or Tower Hill.’ 

He spoke of the run of good fortune he had had on the 
previous night— (for he was a gambler still.) ‘ Five thou- 
sand !’ said he, rubbing his hands, ‘ were mine within five 
minutes.’ 

‘Five thousand!’ I repeated. I took my Catherine’s 
purse in my hand. 

Lews ! some demon entered my soul, and extinguished 
reason. ‘Five thousand!’ I repeated again; ‘it would 
rescue my Catherine and my child from penury.’ I thought 

of the joy I should feel in placing the money and her purse 
again in her hands. I accompanied him to the table of 
destruction. For a time fortune, that it might mock mv 
misery and not dash the cup from my lips until they were 
parched, seemed to smile on me. But I will not dwell on 
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particulars; my friend ‘ laughed to see the madness rise’ 
within me. I became desperate — nay, I was insane — and 
all that my wife had put into my hands, to the last coin, 
was lost. Never, until that moment, did I experience how 
terrible was the torture o sel i -reproach, or how fathomless 
the abyss of human wretchedness. I would have raised 
my hand against my own life; but, vile and contemptible 
as I was, I had not enough of the coward within me to 
accomplish the act. 1 thought of my mother. She had 
long disowned me, partly from my follies, and partly that 
she adhered to the louse of Hanover. But, though 1 had 
squandered the estates which my father had left me, I 
knew that she was still rich, and that she intended to 
bestow her wealth upon my sister; for there were but two 
of us. Yet I remembered how fondly she had loved me ; 
and I did not think that there was a feeling in a mother’s 
breast that could spurn from her a penitent son — for nature, 
at the slightest spark, burstetli into a flame. I resolved, 
therefore, to go as the prodigal in the Scriptures, and to 
throw myself at her feet, and confess that I had sinned 
against Heaven, and in her sight. 

I wrote a note to my injured Catherine, stating that 1 
was suddenly called away, and that I would not see her 
again perhaps for some weeks. Almost without a coin in 
my pocket, I took my journey from London to Cumber- 
land, where my mother dwelt. 

Night was gathering around me when I left London, on 
the road leading to St. Alban’s, But I will not g<> through 
the stages of my tedious journey; it is sutlicient to say, 
that I allowed myself but little time for sleep or rest, and, 
on the eighth day after my leaving London, I found my 

self, after an absence of eighteen years, again upon the 

grounds of my ancestors. Foot-sore, fatigued, and broken 
down, my appearance bespoke way-worn dejection. I 
rather halted tlmn walked along, turning my face aside 
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froin every passenger, and blushing at the thought of re 


cognition. It was mid-day when I reached an eminence, 
covered witli elm trees, and skirted by a hedge of hawthorn! 


It commanded a view of what was called the Priory, the 


house in which I was born, and which was situated within 
a mile from where I stood. The village church, surrounded 
by a clump of dreary yews, lay immediately at the foot of 
the hill to my right, and the road leading from thence to 
the Priory crossed before me. It was a raw and dismal 
. day ; the birds sat shivering on the leafless branches, and 
the cold, black clouds, seemed wedged together in a solid 
mass, ready to fall upon the earth and crush it ; and the 
wind moaned over the bare fields. Yet, disconsolate as the 
scene appeared, it was the soil of childhood on which I 
tro . 1 he fields, the woods, the river, the mountains, the 

Tome of infancy, were before me ; and I felt their remem- 
ere sunshine rekindling in my bosom the feelings that 
make a patriot. A thousand recollections flashed before 

r 

b 



ims that spread around the 
gate, appeared a long and 
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melancholy cavalcade. My eyes became dim with a pre* 
sentiment of dread, and they were strained to torture. 
Slowly and silently the sable retinue approached. The 
waving plumes of the hearse became visible. Every joint 
in my body trembled with agony, as though agony had 
become a thing of life, I turned aside to watch it as it 
passed, and concealed mysel behind the hedge. The 
measured and grating sound of the carriages, the cautious 
trampling of the horses’ feet, and the solemn pace of the 
poorer followers, became more and more audible on my 
ear. The air of heaven felt substantial in my throat, and 
the fn mliing I endeavoured to suppress became audible, 
while the cold sweat dropt as icicles from my brow. Sadly, 
with faces of grief, unlike the expression of hired sorrow, 
passed the solitary mutes ; and, in the countenance of each, 
I recognised one of our tenantry. Onward moved the 
hearse and its dismal pageantry. My heart fell, as with a 
blow, within my bosom. For a moment I would have 
fancied it a dream ; but the train of carriages passed on, 
their grating roused me from my insensibility, and, rushing 
from the hedge towards one who for forty years had been a 
servant in our house — 

1 Robert 1 — ■Robert I’ I exclaimed, 4 whose funeral is 
litis ?’ 

4 Alack I Master Edward!’ ho cried, 4 is it you? It is 
the funeral of my good lady — your mother I' 

The earth swam round with me — the funeral procession, 
with a sailing motion, seemed to circle me — and 1 fell with 
my face upon the ground. 

Dejected, way- worn as I was, 1 accompanied the body of 
my mother to its last resting-place. I wept over her grave, 

and relumed with the chief mourners to (lie house of my 
birth J and there 1 was all but denied admission. I heard 
the will read, and in it my name was not onee mentioned. 
I rushed from the house— I knew not, and I eared not 
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where I inn misery WQS before, behind, and around me* 

I thought of my Catherine and my child, and groaned with 
the tortures of a lost spirit. 

But, as I best could, 1 returned to London, to lling my- 
self at the fcut of my w to confess my sins and my 
follies, to beg her forgiveness, yea, to labour for her with 
han<!'. I approached my own. door as a criminal* I 
shrank from the very gaze of the servant that ushered me 
in, and I imagined that he looked on me with contempt. 
But now, Lewis, I come to the last act of my drama, and 
niy hand trembles that it Cannot write — my soul is con- 
vuM within me. I .hough. ,„ y Cu«h er J £ 12 . 

as a spirit of heaven— yon thought so — all who beheld 
her must have thought as I did. But, oh ! friend of my 
youth! mark what follows. I reached her chamber. I 

entered it— silently I entered it, as one who has guilt fol- 
lowing his footsteps. And there, the first object that met 

B ' " Aa ~' tLat bla?t, - d it— was the man I hated, my for- 
mer rival, he who held my fortunes in his hand— Sir Peter 

Blaku , I Mj . in, my Catherine, my spotto, Catharine, 

“ h '“' * *• *""• O heaven I I heard him sa y- 

'r “<• »hc answered him, ‘Stay!— stay, 

n ly best, my only friend— do not leave me 1 ’ 

Lewis ! I could see, I could hear no more. 

Vo-'.' ! ~ Vm f in . ! ’ 1 excIaimed The y started at my 

till • S '' °, rd ’ tLat Lad done servict in other lands, I 

still carried with me. 9 

‘Drav, : miscreant!’ I cried, almost unconscious of what 

noT I°1 " ^ 1 diJ 't, • He Sp ° ke t0 me » but 1 heard 
n t I sprang upon him, and plunged my sword in his 

body. My wife rushed towards me. She screamed 1 
the words ‘ 1 ar Edward!’ but I dashed Trim 
me as an unclean thing, and fled from the house. 

Every tie that had bound me to existence was severed 
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asunder. Catherine had snapped in twain the last cord 
that linked rue with happiness. 1 sought the solitude of 
the wilderness, and there shouted her name, and now 

blessed her, and again but I will go no farther. 1 

long wandered a fugitive throughout the land, and, at 
length perceiving an apartment in a rock, the base of 
which Tweed washes with its waters, in it 1 resolved to 
bury myself from the world. In it I still am, and mankind 
fear me.” 

l [ere abruptly ended the manuscript of the Solitary. 

A few years after the manuscript had been found, a party, 
consisting of three gentlemen, a lady, and two children, 
came t«> visit the King’s Cove, and to them the individual 
who had found the papers related the story of the hermit. 

“But your manuscript is imperfect,” said one of them, 
“and 1 shall supply its deficiency. The Solitary mentions 
having found Sir Peter Blakely in the presence of his wife, 
and lie speaks of words that passed between them. But 
you shall hear all: — 

The wife of Edward Fleming was sitting weeping for 
his absence, when Sir Peter Blakely was announced, lie 
shook as he entered. She started as she beheld him. 
She bent her head to conceal her tears, and sorrowfully 
extended her hand to welcome him. 

‘Catherine, 1 said lie — and lie paused, us though lie would 
have called her by the name of her husband — { I have come 
to speak with you respecting your father's estate. I was 
brought up upon it; and there is not a tree, a bush, or a 
brae within miles, but to me lias a tale of happiness and 
hmgsyne printed upon it, in the heart's own alphabet. 
Blit now the eh: inn that gave music to their whispers is 
changed. Forgive me, Catherine, but it was you that, as 
the spirit of the scene, converted everything into a paradise 
where ye trod, that made it dear to me. It was the hope, 
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the prayer, and the joy of many years, that I should c; 

you mine— it was this that made the breath of Heaven 

sweet, and caused sleep to fall upon my eyelids as honey 

on the lips. But the thought has perished. I was wrong 

to think that the primrose would flourish on the harvest- 

field. But, Can, erine, your father was my guardian I 

was deeply in Ins debt, for he was to me as a father, and 

01 _ 1S s,l ^ e ) an< l your sake, I have redeemed his property 
cind it shall be — it is yours . 1 J 

L °f w °nder, Catherine was for a few moments silent: 
but she at length said — 

‘ Generous man, it must not— it shall not be. Bury me 
not crush me not beneath a weight of generosity which 
from you I have been the last to deserve. I could not 
love, but I have ever esteemed you. I still do. But let 

H Wy y ° U int ° an act of ^hness. Time 

ieal, if it do not efface the wounds which now bleed- 

an you may still find a heart more worthy of your own 

whom to share the fortune of which you would T 
pnve yourself.’ ' ue 

‘Never! never!’ cried he; ‘little do you understand 

oUhldt ha”Lt eam r 1 r* 

husband’s f ! y ° Ur friend -yea, I will be yonl 

dren shall be as my children. Your husband’^™ 
is encumbered — throw these in the. p . . P r °perty 

And, as lie spoke, he placed the deeds of flip ? ’ 

a table before her. d f 1 mort S a ge on 

-‘hZ* mJfT “ J bKt ° f &iendsl ’ oried Catherine 

not that I feel the les s P ™tTl°f ““ G ““ t Judge - Tllink 

solemnly refuse your offers ' mlT *■“ I 

your olleis, and adjure you to mention 
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them not in my presence. As the wife of Edward Fleming, 
I will not accept wliat lie would spurn. Rather would I 
toil with the sweat of my brow for the bare crust that fur 
nished us with a scanty meal; and it 1 thought that, rather 
than share it with me, lie would sigh after the luxuries he 
has lost, 1 would say unto him — ‘Go, you are free 1 ’ and, 
hiding myself from the w orld, weary Heaven with prayers 
for his prosperity.’ 

4 Ye talk in vain — as I have said, so it is and shall be/ 
added he. 1 And now', farewell, dear Catherine.’ 


4 Stay! stay! — leave me not thus!’ she exclaimed, and 
grasped his arm. At that moment her husband returned 
and entered the room — and you know the rest. But, Sir 
Peter Blakely was not mortally wounded, as the Solitary 


believed. In a few months he recovered, and what he had 
promised to do he accomplished.” 

u That is something new,” said the fisherman who had 
found the manuscript; “and who told ye, or how do ye 
know ? — if it be a fair question.” 

“ I,” replied he who had spoken, “ am the Lewis to 
whom the paper was addressed.” 

“You! you!” exclaimed the fisherman; “well, that boats 



the like o’ that I never heard before.” 


“And I,” said another, “am Sir Peter Blakely — the 
grey-haired dreamer— who expected the April lily to bloom 
beneath an October sun.” And he put a orown into the 
hand of the fisherman. 

“And I,” added the third, “am the Solitary himself 

this my Catherine, and these my children, lie whom 1 

thought dead — dead by my own hand —the man whom I 
had wronged — sought fur me fur years, and in this my her 
milage (hat WO In* at length found me. It was the grey 

dawn when 1 beheld him, and I thought that the glmst of 
the murdered stood before me. But huspokt — he uttered 
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words that entered my soul. I trembled in his presence. 
The load of my guiltiness fell as a weight upon me. I was 
unable to speak , almost to move. He took my hand and 
led me forth as a child. In my confusion the papers which 
you found were left behind me. And now, when happi- 
ness has shed its light around me, I have come witli my 

benefactor, my friend, my Catherine, and my children, to 
view the cell of my penitence . 17 


* 
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! (e who lias been present at a real Maiden, or Scotch 
feast of harvest-home, if it should happen that he belongs 
to the caste that makes the light fantastic toe the fulcrum 
of the elegant motions of the quadrille, and Hogarth’s line 
of beauty the test of the evolutions of modern grace, might 
wish that the throe sisters had long ago redgned their 
patronage of the art of dancing, and left the limbs of man, 
and their motions, to the sole power of the spirit of fun 
and good humour. Centuries have passed away since first 
the Maiden called forth the salient energies of the harvest- 
weary hinds and rosy-cheeked damsels of Scotland. We 
have only now amongst us the ghost of the old spirit- 
stirring genius of a the farmer’s ha’.” The modern vintage 
feast is only a shadow of the old Cerealia — the festival of 


festivals, as it has been called — at which the young and 
the old of ancient Greece and Rome resigned themselves 
to the power of the rosy god, and the nil placet sine fruvtu 
was seen in every bright eye, heard in every glad voice, 
and listened to in every tripping measure. The Scotch 
Maiden Was once what the vintage feasts of the Con- 
tinent were, and still are. The hinds and maids of one 
u town” were present at tlm harvest-home of another; reci- 
procal visits kept up the spirit of the enjoyment} the fields 

and farmers’ ha’s resounded with the merry pipe; the 
whirling reel mixed up the dancers in its “uniform eonfu- 
ion;” the flowing bicker was 14 filled and kept foil;” kisses, 
u long and loud,” Vindicated a place in the world of musical 
sound; and the Genius of Pleasure ran away with heart and 
.’.Mil In her happy regions— declaring that, forono solitary 
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ni s ]lt in the year, the power of sorrow should have no 
authority over mournful man. The Maiden of Cairnkibbie, 
a farm on the property of Faulden — too long ago for the 
mention of a specific period, but while Maidens (to descend 
to a pun) were still in the height of their beauty and bloom 
was one of the most joyous scenes that ever graced the 
green, or made the rafters of the barn ring with “ hey and 
how rohumbelow.” The farmer, William Hume-some 
far-off friend of the Paxton family-was rich, as things went 
m those days ; and a gaucy dame, and a fair daughter, 
Igly, blessed him with affection and duty. No lass ever 
graced a Maiden like Lilly Hume; and no free farmer’s 

W1 J'fr e f € ? ded S ° hearty a P atrona ge to the feast of fun 
s dad the sleek and comfortable guidwife of Cairnkibbie. 

The pretty damysell” was as jimp as “ gillie”— 

As on y rose her rude was red, 

Her lire was like the lillie.” 

and far and near she defied aU manner of bold competition 
“cofcd Na? Tf to ^ ‘ he S 

who mia-ht h ° f ter 0Wn beauty ’ endear ed her to those 

d s axr^ — - 

ere was many a lass “as myld as meid” ot +1 

is iss£s~8r&i 

many the 

ornmnente of nature : for Steehie Thornton from .1 , 
town, had his loJ s 271 ° h f SS . Swaa from same 

from her fair h ^ “ *bon go, 

decoration ; the sprightly Will Ai , & fteTst fandTI 
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morris- dance in nil tin* Mersey hud his jacket “broaden 
with “fowth o’ i 08 11 stuck into the button-holes by dean 
Gillies from WeMertown the fiercest wrestler of the 
Borders Jodk Heddrrick, who elurrhrd \\ Gibson, 

pushed forward his bold bn a t, to exhibit to the goggle 
Oyi I of wondering odmiiotioil a vest sewed by her delicate 
fingers at intervals stolen from obeesMnekngt and Pal 

Dinvl, t In* noted M-aumer, who Was m , minted more than 
4l twa hen clokkis" by Kir.sty Glen the henwifos danghtOl 
of Barlston, lifted his feet high in mid air, to shew the 

gushets in his ho . w i ' 1 1 1 : • 1 1 1 by her lily hands. Nor did 
the screech in gilpica lack ornament | to set ofi tin ir fiur 
I ii y mis. Some had bright yellow gloves of H railal i i; hi ; 
and many, with kirtles of “Lincome light, weel pret \\V 
mony plait gull. d the trains in most menaeing bundles 
through the pocket-holes, to shew at once how bright Were 
their colours, and lmvv many a “breid” was wasted in 
their amplitude# Many had ornament'- that longue eould 
not describe because they wero tho first ol their kindy 
and required a mw vocal Hilary to <b » j ust iet* to their 
b, -until . I bit, oi namented or plain, the revt 11< is were all 
alik‘* filled with the spirit of the Maiden; and, it their 
“Tam I aitar,” the piper, did no! skill them up to the 
point of enjoyment to whieh they all M niggled, and duilCi d. 
and drank, and screamed to gOfej sure it was that, no fault 
Wit attributable to ih.' merry makers tin elv« : m»r\\a 
tl,i- [ Uidniftn^l danght < i , I .illy 1 1 ume, less Joyous than ihe 
vnei in t Although a 1 tuff lather's harvest I* a < he was 
IWOQ&ted a lady, she was the humblest of the 41 hail 
tin h and never i > to .« d to draw up through her \ l et 
holes the ends ..f hot I dling yellow kirllp| M a preparation 
fni in, oilier reel, at the roip| .1 n at . *ry bond Of bow Ol the 
humblest hind, albeit lie we. adm nrd with neitliei bright 

orlmnon nyr oolm yi'llow. 

Tim - I., in I ,n Ur" (if tltu friwt it bliml who ho 
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gan to play when he first lelt the incipient effects of the 
first bicker, blew stronger as the fumes of the potations rose 
higher, declined as tli id impulse fell, and even stopped 
when the drink entirely sunk— was well supplied with the 
“piper’s coig,” a girded vessel of jolly good ale, that lay 
beside him, and was ever and anon filled, as the dancers 
felt the music beginning to lag in spirit. Away they flew, 
to the airs of “ GriUquhisker,” “Brum on tul,” “Tortee 
Solee Lemendow,” and other good old tunes, now for- 
gotten, though their names are mentioned by Sir James 
Ingles; the losilent heels spurned the earth ; the fore part 
of the' foot, where the spring, lies, dealt out those tremen- 
dous thuds on the suffering floor which heretofore were 
reckoned the true and legitimate soul of dancing, and now, 
alas ! displaced by the sickly slip of the French grace ; the 
dancing w hoop rung around, inspired every soul, and 
lightened every heel; Jock Splaefut “bobbit up wT bends-” 
and Jenny set to him, and “ beckit,” and set again, and 
turned, and away glided through the mazes of the reel 

For reeling there micht nae wench rest 


and came back, and set and “ beckit” again ; till, “ f or - 
fochtin faynt” with pure dancing toil, the reelers gave place 
to the country dancers, who toiled and swat in the same 
degree for the period of their sweet labours. Then was 
the breathing time in the far corners appropriated to’ the 
coohng tankard the dew of which left on the panting lips 
ran a considerable risk of being dried up by the heat o{ 
ove, elicited from the kiss that smacked of love and ale 
At a corner in the end of the room, a crowd had col- 
cted, and some high words were passing between Will 
Aitken and Jock Hedderiek, on a question thajeem^ 
interest the dancers. Those standing about were washing 

beer, wlnle they wiped tie sweat from their brows, and 
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listened to the subject in dispute. At intervals some one 
was heard at the door, playing and singing. 

“ lie played sao scliill, an' sang sac sweet, ” 

% 

that Lilly Hume felt interested in the musician. lie was a 
beggar, who boldly claimed admittance to the Mnidcn, by 
what lie called the “ auld rights o’ the gabcrlunzies of Scot- 
land,” who were declared entitled to enter into the feast 
of the harvest home, to dance thereat, and drink thereat, 

and kiss the “ damysells” thereat, with as much freedom 

* 

as the gayest guest. This demand was resisted by Jock 
liedderick, who besides disputed the authority of the an- 
cient custom ; which, on the other hand, was upheld by 
Will Ait-ken, whose supple tongue was so powerful over 
his opponents that 

“ lie muddolt thorn down like ony mice;” 

and, notwithstanding l lie terror of the scaunu-r’s arm, pre- 
vailed upon lln! guidman and the company to hold sacred 
the riglils of hospitality of 1 lie land, and admit tho “pauky 
atlld carle," will) his pipes and his wallets. As soon as 
the decision was given, Lilly ran to the door, and, taking 

Iho pallor -Inn. ir by tin- hand, Inoughl him in. A loud 
la.uph resounded throughout the room, to the profit of 

the proud mid merry dancers, and at the expense of the 
jolly beggar, who, young and stalwart, and borne down by 

sundry appendages, coni amine, doubtless meal and bread, 
** cauk and keil,” “ spindles and quhorles,” and all the 
et-ceteras of the wallet, stood before them, and raised in 
return such a ranting, roaring laugh, as well apparently 
at him-. '-If ns liis company, that, by that one elldrt of hi. 
lungs, he made more friends than many a laughter-loving 
pot companion might make in a year. Then in an instant 
he struck this merry-maker on the back, and slapped that 
on tho shoulder, ami kissed the skirling kitties with such 
a jolly and hearty spirit of free Salutation, that lie even 
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added flame fo the already burning passion of frolic, and 

raised again the r aft er-sh akin laugh, till it drowned all 

the energies of Lutar himself, albeit his c • had that 
instant l)G6n filled. 

But this was only vanity, while the stomach of the jolly 

gaberlunzie was as yet empty. A large stoup was brought 

to him by Will Carr, a good-looking young man of gentle 

demeanour, the only person who in that pairing assembly 

seemed to want his “ dow.” A shade of melancholy was 

on ns cheek, and, as he offered the gaberlunzie the stoup, 

he cast an eye on Lilly, the meaning of which seemed to 
be read m an instant by the beggar. 

“Hal ha 1” cried the latter; “ye are the true welcomer 

c ul De ar wx tne sound o’ his am laugh, as it 

he were a pair o’ walking ba opines Hut 1 , , . 

is sour yill. b oP 1 S ‘ ^ ho, man, this 

Tlio bridegroom brought n pint of ale, 

And bade the piper drink it. 

Drink it ?’ quoth he, ‘ and it so staile ; 

Ashrew me, if I think it !’ ’ 

re Ve anither band in the corner yonder-™ 

beggar maun hae the best ' " 

This Maiden nicht it is his right. 

And, faith he winna blink it.” 

And so he cadgily ranted nnri o.,„ v 

ale and the preUiest lip, i'n ,h e rtolIT" 8 f b "’ 
■ight he a. his con, maid. °" S< ’ ,Wd * 

1% H«mo dl ^ r a ™” 8 ^ ont of another oask. 

window-sole at his back W ’ , an< * t * lein in a 
ale so long that the bystanders boked ° f ^ 

h e might never recover his breath airain 1 ^ leSt 

Stoup empty to Will, telling him to Si it **?”*"'* 
intended to assist the legitimate Lutar in hi ^ 

° f the compan y- work which 
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4 fowth o’ yill.” Without farther preface, he blew up his 

seemed to shake the house, and, 
dashing fearlessly inf ie time, poured so much joyous 

11 1 1 - ick air ol the heated apartment, that the 

ueary-limbed dancers threw off their languor, and fell 
to- it again with a spirit that equalled that of their first 
off-set. But lih musical occupation did not prevent his 

attention to the looks and actions of Lilly Plume and 
Will Carr. 

i I< 'iv ilinna ye dance, hinny ?” said he, in a low voice 
to Lilly. “How dinna ye dance, man?” he repeated, as 
he turned his head to Will. <f Think ye yer sittin there’s 
i com] 1 1 ■ e, wha am blawing awa my lungs here, 

for the very purpose o’ malcin ye dance?” 

I In- I wn yuiing people looked at each other, and then at 
the guidman, who sat at a little distance. 

“Tell me the reason, my bonny hinny,” he added; 
and, as he blew again, leant his ear to hear the answer. 

“ Eh ! come now, my white lily,” he persisted. “ I’m a 
safe carlo, and < ■; spac foi iunes as well as blaw up t ae 
green bags wi’ thriftless wind. I may tell ye o’ a braw 

lot, if ye’ll only open yer lips and gie me' some o’ yer 
secrets.” 

“ My faith or winna let me dance wi’ Will Carr,” at last 
replied Lilly, blushing from ear to ear. 

“Howl how!” answered the gaberlunzie, taking the pipes 
suddenly frae his mouth — “ no let ye dance wi’ a decent 
callant, the bonniest hensure o’ the hail menyiel What 
crime has he committed, hinny ? Eh ?” 

“ He’s puir,” answered Lilly, innocently. 

“Ha! a red crime that, Lilly,” answered he; “if he had 

killed a score o’ God’s creatures in a Border raid, he micht 
Iiae been forgi’en ; but wha forgies poverty ? But do ye 
like Will Carr, hinny ? ” 

“ My faither and mither say sae,” answered Lilly. 
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u Ay, ay, — i see whar the wind Maws,” said the gaber- 
lunzie. “ But ye will dance wi’ him. I, as a beggar, hae 
i i d it tothe fairest hau l o’ the maiden — yer hither daurna 
refuse ye o me ; an’ let Will tak yon quean wi’ the yellow 
ribbons in her wimple, an’ we’ll a’ mix in ae reel. Will, 

man, awa an’ ask yon bloomin hizzy wi’ the rose rude to 
dance wi’ ye.” 

ill obeyed ; and the beggar, having brought the tune 

to a termination, stepped boldly up into the middle of the 

floor, holding by the hand the fair Lilly Hume ; while Will, 

with his blushing quean, Bess Gordon, took their stations 
opposite. 

“ Up wi’ the ‘Hunts o’ Cheviot,’ Tam,” cried the beggar; 

“ an blaw as if ye wad blaw yer last. Gie him yill there' 
an’ I'll play for him a hail hour, if he gars the roof-tree 
o’ Cairnkibbie dirl to the gaberlunzie’s dance.” 

The expectation of a merry bout brought others to the 
floor, and even the gui Iman and guidwife of Cairnkibbie, 
themselves, rose and “ buckled to the wark,” as cleverly 
as the youngest gipsy of the whole assembly. Then up 
blew the “ Hunts o’ Cheviot,” in the quickest of Tam’s ale- 
mspired manner, and away banged the jolly gaberlunzie 
as if the spirit of Cybele’s priests had seized his heart 
‘‘ and like a lyon lap,” as if he would have foreleeted 
Lightfute himself, and “counterfeited Frans.” He clapped 
his hands, till the echoes came back from the roof; and 
the exhilarating hoogh ! hoogh ! which can only be given 
forth by the throat of a Scotchman, when good liquor has 
wet it and fired the brain that moves it, was heard by 
every ear, and felt by every heart. The very piper was 
delighted with the ranting chield, and ever, as his clap 
and hoogh 1 hoogh ! resounded through the barn, the yells 
of the pipes seemed to rise higher and higher, and echoes 
crt the same sounds came from the imitative spirits of the 
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u ® urra , f ' or tlie gaberlunzie I ” shouted Will Aitken. 

fl 1G JOl . y ’"fa. for ever ! ” cried Steenie Tliornton ; 
and the smiles of the hizzies, and occasional slaps on the 
back administered to the jolly roisterer, as they met and 

passed hnn in the midst of the reel, testified their most 
perfect satisfaction with the king of his tribe 

‘‘Here Will , man,” . wllspered the beggar, as he 

°ted in his wild humour, and twirled Will Carr about to 
face Lilly, while he left her for Bess Gordon. “ Set to her 

W a ki8S and a S° od squeeze o’ her 

hand, as ye see the auld anes’ backs to ye.” 

And then he drowned his remark with his hoogh ! 
oogh . sprung up yard high, and clapped his knees oppo- 
site the blooming Bess, who would not have given her iollv 
new partner for a’ the Will Carrs in Scotland. 7 

“Change the measure,- Tam,” cried the beggar, as he 
foresaw the termination of « The Hunts of Cheviot.” * Up 
m King William’s Note,’ man. Fill his coig, ye ] azv 

loons 1 Noo, Tan, 1—hoogh I hoogh l-there up lnier 
and higher, man— hoogh, hoogh 1” S 

th/v rr fe ! fc ,. th ^ inSpiration > U P mounted the notes to 
ugliest and liveliest measure, and away again flew the 

meiry dancers under all the impulse of the new tune. The 

c ap on the beggar’s knee ever and anon run along, and 

sti 1 he twirled round Will Carr to face Lilly-though not 

h6 ti f her round the f air neck, and kissed 
, nothing loath —and again presented himself to the 

welcome face of Bess, whose rosy lips he “pree’d” as often 

“ his many laborious evolutions, hooghs, claps, and cries 

to the piper would permit. He even made taclcs to the 

side rees, and layinghold of the damsels of his neighbours 

kissed them from lug to lug, and then came back with a 

roar of laughter behind him, to greet of new Bess Gordon, 

o w iom he seemed more welcome for his gallantry. 'Hie 

guidwife of Cairnkibbie herself was violently laid hold of 
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round the leek and saluted with a loud smack, which, 
sounding in the ears of the guidman, produced a hearty 
laugh at the boldness, which was excused by the reckless 

jollity of the extraordinary gaberlunzie. Nor did he yet 
allow them to flag, 

“ Keep at it, Will ! ’ he cried, to the young man. < i 

hae aneuch o’ Lilly for ae niclrt, or my name’s no Wat 

Wilson. Aneuch o’ 1 King William’s Note/ Tam. Come 

awa wi’ anither — * In Simmer I mawed my meadow/ wi’ 

double quick time. Look to his bicker there, ye culroun 

kiltie 6S, "w ha 11 neither dance, drink, nor mak i ! rink ! 

The piper heard the appeal, and struck up the new 
tune with great glee — 


£< Gud© Lord, how he did Ians ! ” 

And again the inspiring strain, coming in a new measure, 
filled the dancers with new energies. There never had 


t leaven 


been such a reel since ever reels were danced, 
knows how long it had lasted, and yet the performers felt 
no weariness, all through the inspiring devilry as tlicv 
termed * of the gaberlunzie, whje watery ™ “ ,Z 
and uproarious as ever, and his leaps in the air as high as 
iey had been at the first off-go. He now played off a 
new trick 1 ,.e twirled round the partner of the next reel 
and made him take his place before Bess Gordon, while he! 
ambitious of a new face, took the place of his neighbour 
and continued the sport in his new locality and company’ 

Be SS r e gr ette d her change ; but his new position was soon 

changed, for he played the same trick with the next reel 
ing party, and so on through the whole four_f or such was 

mouV^of 1? ^ ° nCe 5 a " d he C ° ntinued t0 “ P"* the 

with many a hoogh, and clap, and leap to Ins old position 
o seemed inclined to keep up the sport till the elder 

dancers should drop to the ground with sheer fdti-ne It 
seemed to the guidman of Cairntibhie that there was no 
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remedy but a nod to Piper Tam, who, himself almost blown 

out, observed with pleasure the master’s indication, and 

stopped the music even in the very midst of the leaping 

joy of the interminable gaberlunzic, who would have 

danced apparently till next moon, if he could have got 

any one strong enough and willing enough to dance with 
him. 

lie was now a universal favourite ; all flocked round 

him as he wiped the perspiration from Ins forehead, and 

declared they had never seen such a spirited dancer before. 

Iis name, Wat Wilson, flew through the barn, and even- 

one .wondered how they had never seen such a jolly beggar 

in those parts before. But Wat said nothing of his unde , , 

Ills ubi, or his quo ; ho only drank to the crowd around him ; 

and, with Lilly on one side of him, and Will Carr on the 

oilier, he seized again his own pipes, and, forcing Tam to 

his feet, and crying to a new party to start, struck up one of 

the liveliest airs that the folks of the Morse had overheard. 

in an instant again the bam was resounding with mirth: 
his strains were irresistible. * 

Then oil the vouches to ho they piny it, 

And loud us Will Ail Icon louche; 
llnl nano cried, Gossip, hyn your gaits, 

For wo hav© dimwit anough.” 

A i f ast Mono cried they had danoed enough while the 
beggar played ; for the very heels Beemed io obey the in- 
fluence of his spirit, as if l hey had been gifted with some 

power of sympathy, independently of the bodies to which 
ii-v were attnohed. The danoe was kept up till thedanoers 
""■d for the beggar’s lungs were as tough os his feel ; and 
whrn all had, for a time, tired of dancing, they as embled 
"".ml their guest, who, of his own acoord, struck up many 

;i I'Oiluig song, and, by his humour, made the laugh resound 

1 1,1 ll "' li: " "• S " ,; "" 1 g they of his song and his 
jokes, that they felt no inclination, for a time, to rosuino 
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again the dance. They drank and laughed, and screamed 
at every new sally of his wit, and every humorous turn of 
his song ; and no one knows how long this scene might 
||iave lasted- for the gaberlunzie seemed inexhaustible — 
when a sound of horses’ feet at the door claimed the atten- 
tion of the revellers, and some one cried out that a party 
of horsemen were come to demand the body of a thief, who 
had that day, at Dunse, stolen the silver mace of King 

James, and was suspected to be at this Maiden, under the 
assumed dress of a wandering piper. 

That is the man,” cried a belted knight, as, having 

dismounted, he trod forward into the middle of the barn, 

and pointed to the happy gaberlunzie, who had that instant 
nnished his song, 

“ 1 e lee,” answered the beggar, in an instant, as he stood 
up, surrounded by his friends. 

“Ha, sirrah!” answered the stranger, “this boldness 
will avail thee nothing. I know thee; and these, thy new- 
made friends, will not save thee from the execution of our 
or ers. There are witnesses against thee, who saw thee 
steal the silver mace. F orward, ye sooth-saying men ! ” 

Two men entered, dressed nearly in the same style as 
the first and bearing all the marks and insignia of the grade 


Is not this the thief?” inquired the first. 

« It is-we will swear to him. He snatched the mace 
om the royal mace-bearer, in the streets of Dunse, and 
e off with it amidst the hue and cry of the populace 
hmmd.” S Peed &S he Would that * the grey- 


uid faith,” replied the guidman of Cairnkibbie “if 
our friend ran as cleverly as he has danced this nicht 

‘ t •"*>"7* »’ 4* Merse wad™ ha, ca“h,d 


u 


Will ye gie me up to the beadles, freends,” cried the 
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beggar, “ or will ye stand by him wha has sought yer pro- 
tection, and partaken o' yer hospitality?” 

■ ( iie ye up!” ejaculated the* spirited old farmer; “in 
faith, na. If King Jamie war the Cham o’ Tartary, or had 
three kings’ heads on his shouthers in place o’ ane, we’ll 
defend ye while there’s a flail in the barn o’ Cairnkibbie.” 

A shout of approbation followed the speech of the old 
farmer. The maidens, whose chins still smarted from the 
rub of his jolly beard, flew for flail, and rung, and “ hissil 
ryss,” and in an instant every willing hand held a weapon, 
“ We'll defend him to the last drap o’ oor bluid,” cried 
Will Carr, as he manfully stood forward, and brandished 
a huge hazel rung. 

“ And, by my saul,” cried the scaumer, Jock Iledderick; 
“ if we feclit as he’ll fecit t, whether for auld feid or new, 
noytit pows and broken banes will tell the fortune o’ the 
nieht, lang before the play's played.” 

“ Ha, ha! guidmcn, and true guidmen, and true I ” cried 
the beggar, undaunted and laughing; “ thank ye, my hinny, 
Lilly, for this green kevcll By the Italy rude, come on 
now, ye silver-nocklaccd bull-dogs o’ royalty: — 

‘ The beggar was o’ manly mult, 

To meet him was nao mows, 

’hero darona ten como him to tak 
Sno noyt will ho their pows.’ 

t 

Ye should ken that sang, if ye lmc lear aneugh in your 

steel-bound noddles. Como on, ye calroun caililfsl” 
u Senreh his wallet,” cried I ho foremost of the strangers; 
and six or seven men rushed into I he barn, and made 
direct for the window-sole pointed to by the chief; but 

Will Swan and Will Carr, with half a dozen more Stout 

hrnsureM, (lew forward and anticipated the searchers. 

<> (Jive me my meal*pooki,” oried the gaV'hmzie; and, 

having got hold of his wallel, he slung it over his shoulders, 
and, in fhe surprise of every one, took out the n taco said 
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10 have been stolen, and, holding it in his left hand as a 
badge of his authority, continued, laughing like a cadger, 
to gibe the strangers — 

“ Beggars hae a king as weel as belted bannerets,” he 
cried : “see ye my badge ? Ken ye wha ye seek ? Heard 
ye ne’er o’ Wat Wilson the king o’ the beggars, crowned 
on Hogmanay, on the Warlock’s Hill near Dunse, in pre- 
sence o’ a’ the tribe o’ kaulters and keelars, collected from 
Berwick o Lerwick. '1 as is the beggar’s badge. Tak it 
if ye dare. By ae wag o’t, yer bairns will be kidnapped, 

your kye yeld, and your mithers’ banes stricken wi’ the 
black sickness.” 

“Guidman of Cairnkibbie,” said the foremost knight, 
“ thou hast now evidence in that bold beggar’s own hand, 
that he hatn stolen a part of the king's regalia — an act of 
high tieason, incurring death to him and ali that give him 
shelter. Take the badge, examine it, and thou’lt find on 
it the royal arms. See to thy predicament. If I report 
a rescue, thourt ruined. -!ames will punish thee as a 
resetter. These misguided men will fall in thy ruin, and 
sorely wilt thou repent having harboured and defended a 
thief and a vagabon d. Wilt thou give him up, or must 
we take him at phe expense of our blood and thine ? ” 

A fair words,” answered the guidman ; “ but this 
beggar is our guest. He says the badge is his ain, and 
truly I am bound to say that King Jamie himsel is nae 
mair like the king o’ this auld land, than this jolly gaber- 
lunzie is like the king o’ his tribe. Every inch o’m’s a 
king. He sings like a king, dances like a king, drinks 
like a lung, and kisses the lasses like a ldng-and, king as 

hearts ^ ^ ^ l0yal SubjectS * What sa y 7*, guid 

• J The same > the same,” cried many voices ; and a brand- ' 
ishing of flails and kevels showed that they were deter- 
mined to act up to their pledge of defending the jolly 
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gaberlunzie to the end. Matters now assumed a serious 
aspect. 

“Thy ruin be on thine own heads!’ 1 cried the chiei of 
the strangers. “Draw for the rights of King James, claim 
our prisoner, and take him through the blood of rebels 

who dispute the authority of then' king!” 

The men from without now began to rush into the barn 
with drawn swoi'ds; and seemed to expect that, when the 
steel was made apparent, no serious resistance would be 
offered. Their expectation, however, was vain ; for the 
hinds did not seem to fear the naked swords, and several 
of them had already aimed blows at the heads of the 
enemy. The beggar was moving to the right and to the 
left with great rapidity ; brandishing his huge kevel, and 
whispering something into the ears of his friends. Ihe 
guidman was busy getting the women removed by a back 

dour; and, in the midst of all the uproar, there seemed some 
Scheme in operation on tin* part oi the defenders, which 

would either co-operate with their warlike defence, or 
render the shedding of blood unnecessary. The assailants 
clearly did not wish to use the glittering thiisty blades, 
and continued to ward off the blows of the hinds, and to 
push them back, with a view to got hold of him who 
was the object of their search. He, in the meantime, 

was directing some secret operate m with L'leal adioitm 
ami spirit. The confusion increased; the size of the barn, 

and the pie lire of the a aiUnts forward, apparently with 

,i view to take away the power of the longstioks, prevented 
in a great measure the lull play of the hinds arms, and 
■.nine of the king’s men w’ere engaged in a powerful wrestle, 

with the intent inn of disarming the hinds, and thus aeliiev 

jug a victory without loss oi blood ; but t lu n efforts in this 
respect, would have been attended with small success, if 

the t adtics of the beggar had been a deadly contest, ihe 

\ iil mi still pushed on, and it seemed that their Op 
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ponents were fast receding, while the clanging of sticks 
on the swords, and the hard breathing and cries of those 
engaged, seemed to indicate a severe and equally contested 
strife. The defendants were latterly pushed up to the 
very farthest end of the apartment, and it seemed apparent 
that, if they did not make a great effort to redeem their 
position, and acquire room for the circle of tl . eir staves, 
they must resign the contest. But an extraordinary evo- 
lution was now performed. The back door was opened; 
in an instant, every hind disappeared from the faces of 
their foes; the door was locked and bolted; and the king’s 
men turned to retrace their steps and seek the enemy out- 
side. That turn exposed their position, and the trick of 
the gaberlunzie. The front door was also shut, locked, 
and riveted. On every side they were shut in, confined 
in a dark barn, and all means oi escape entirely cut off. 
It was in vain that they roared through the key -holes of 
the doors. The gaberlunzie, who regulated all the motions 
of the successful party, responded to them in words of 
cutting irony, and even set agoing the swelling notes of 

his pipes, to celebrate his triumph by a pecan in the form 
of a pibroch. 


“ Ye ma y tel1 y er kin g,” k e cried, loud enough for them 
to hear-" that is, when ye get out, if ye ever experience 
that blessed fortune— that he is not the only king in these 
realms. And surely Scotland is wide enough for twa. I 
hae my subjects, he has his; an’ Wat Wilson’s no the 
poi entate that wad ever interfere wi’ Jamie Stuart, if Jamie 
Stuart will let alane Wat Wilson. If I happen to pass 
Dunse on the morn, I shanna fail to report favourably o’ ver 

prowess; an’, abune a’, I shah tell him o’ the condition o’ 
his aelted kmclits — how, 


‘ There was not ane o’ them that day 
Could do ane itlier’s bidden, 

And there lie three and thretty kniclits 
Thrunland in ane midden.’ 
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Qome now, my friends, we’ll adjourn the feast to the ha, 
an ’ let the knights talc their nicht’s rest in the barn, alt.; 

u’ the toil o’ their desperate battle.” 

A loud shout responded to the spirited speech of the 
gaberlunzie ; and the feelings of the kidnapped and dis- 
comfited men-at-arms, on hearing the triumph of the 
beggar, who had out-manoeuvred them, may be conceived, 
but could not well be expressed by an ordinary goose- 
quill. The guidman of Cnimkibbie took as hearty a laugh 
as the rest, at the trick thus successfully played off upon 
the king’s men, and his laugh was nothing the less foi the 
quantity of good ale lie had drank before the fray began, 
and without which potation, perhaps, he would not have 
patronised an act which might bring him into trouble. 
There was one tiling that, even through the fumes of the 
ale, struck him as very remarkable — the confined knights 
made scarcely any noise. There was no blustering 01 swear- 
ing of vengeance, nor threat of the king’s displeasure, nor 
endeavours to break the doors. They submitted to their 
durance like lambs in a shoepfold, and seemed to have lost 
their spirits as well as courage, when they hmnd tliem- 

Helves completely within the power of their enemy. What 

could this mean? There was a mystery in it, winch the 

farmer, who was an arch old fox, could not explain ; and 

wlum lie put a. question to the gabel limzio, the answer 
increased his difficulty, for the beggar laughed, ami allii- 
liut.ed the quietness and merkn8S8 ol the I'oCS to the t6TT0I 
„f |,, M prowess, and the awe which his name inspired 

throughout a great part of Scotland. 

“Tliis is the most extraordinary deevil,” said (In' tanner 

to himself, “ that it has been my fortune to meet. Uis 

dancing, rowing, rioting, drinking, piping, singing, joking, 

feehling, seem n’ on a par; an’ nano 0* them are heal, by 
l,is | in ■ o’ winning l In- hearts o’ young an’ auld. ll«' 
1 ..... lii reed me to like him, will I or mil I ; an’ my doehter 
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Lilly, an’ my guidwife Jean, are nae less fond o’ him than 

I am. Here, noo, is our Maiden broken up, my barn made 

a warhold, mysel a seneschal o’ the king’s troops, my head 

in a loop, an’ my fortunes hanging in the wind o’ the royal 

displeasure— a’ brocht aboot by a wanderin beggar, wha 

foiced himsel into oor happy meeting at the very point o’ 

the bauldest tongue that ever hung in man’s head ; an’ yet 

sae supple that it has won the very hearts o’ the men that 

strove to keep him oot, an’ brocht me into the hardest 
scrape I ever was in my life.” 

Cogitating in this prudential way, the guidman was fast 
c " llU " t] "’ ‘'’’Delusion that he was in a position of great 
anger ; and that it was necessary that he should take the 

... , ^ tli e consequences of 

ills imprudence as soon as it was possible. He turned 

round to look for the gaberlunzie, that he might com- 
if? e with him on the prudence of letting the king’s men 
free. The greater number of the men and women had 
gone into Hie house ; and some of them stood at a dis- 
tance, their forms revealed by a glimpse of the moon, 

cSibbie “ CW ’ ^ ‘° iUm " ine h °'™ * 

“Where is the beggar V inquired the farmer at Will Carr, 
hour 6ie 18 t ie bCgSar? ” Cried Wm Carr to his neigh- 

on‘‘ Where is the gaberlunzie ?” shouted several voices at 
The gaberlunzie was gone. Steenie Thornton said ho 

«The Zr LTt °” e ° f ‘ he * r ° 0peK ' h01ses «« °‘ood 
at the door of the barn, and, turning round the corner of 

the steading, ga n 0 p off at the top of his sneed W 

thought u was one of the hinds, who was trying , he metde 
of the king’s horses, and would return iM-fi l f . 
had indulged himself with a ride Now if ™ 7 ’ “ 

* U that it was the strange gaberlun* hims'elf 1 ^iThad 
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crowned all his extraordinary actions of the evening by 
stealing one of the horses o the king, or his knights, 
and, with meal-pocks, wallet, pipes, and stolen inace, was 
u owre the Borders and awn,” and might never he seen or 
heard of again ; while the farmer, who now saw the extent 
of his danger, must stand the brunt of the king's vengeance, 
and be tried for forcing the king’s messengers in the 
execution of their duty, for shutting them up in his barn, 
and stealing (for ho would be charged with it) one of the 
horses, the property of his sovereign. The whole company 
now assembled around the farmer, whose position was 
apparent to the bluntest hind that ever danced at a 
Maiden. Some proposed to f»>l low ihe beggar, and bring 
him back again; but he had already exhibited such a 
power of locomotive energy and daring spirit in the for- 
mer adventures of the evening, that it seemed vain to 
attempt to overtake him with the quickest steed that 
was at their command. The difficulty was groat', and, 
apparently, insuperable ; and tin' whole scene enacted by 

the gaberlunzie appeared like a dream* The farmer swore 
against him mighty oaths, and direoted against himself a 
part of the objurgatory declamation. But how was he to 
got out of ihe scrape ? If the doors were opened, and the 

armed knights let loose, the whole company might be 
si an ghtc red, in the fury of lie* enraged men-at-arms, who 
would at tribute to the fanner and bis men 1 1 mir discom- 
fiture, the loss of the thief, their confinement, and the loss 

of (be horse. To keep them confined was also a fearful 
resource; for they must be let out iuwtr fwn\ and every 
minute of their confinement would add fuel to tlm flame 
of their resentment. Many Opinions were given. Some 

wore for getting assistance to enable them to stand on the 

defensive, against tlm expected attack, on the knights 
bring let free. Some again were for striking a bargain 
a wi’ tlm fou band,” AS the saying goeij and letting the 
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pursuers free, upon their word of a knight that they would 
not molest them. This latter plan seemed the best ; and 
a good addendum was made by the greatest simpleton of 
the whole meeting — viz., that they should include in this 
act "t amnesty the lossot the horse. The farmer proceeded 
to act upon this resolution. 


“ We are friendly inclined to ye,” said he, in a tone 
of voice that might reach the prisoners. “ Your enemy 
was that accursed gaberlunzie, wha maun be the very 
deevil himsel ; for he it was wha blew us up against ye, 
and made us, a parcel o’ quiet men, fecht against the 

n^. The cunning rogues awa, 
and left us to bear the dirdum o’ his feint or folly ; and, 

a’ ungeared as we are for Avar, Ave Avish, Avithoot either 

dewyss or devilry, to ken the condition upon which ye 
will get yer liberty,” 


A loud laugh from Avithin avus the reply to this speech. 
What next could this mean ? The farmer Avas confounded, 
the hinds stared, and every one looked at another. Here 
were men who five minutes before Avere fightino- like fiends 
who had been deceived and confined, struck and ill-used,’ 
indulging m a good jolly laugh at the broaching of a 
question concerning their liberty. The mystery Avas in- 
creased, the affair Avas more extraordinary, the develon- 
ment more difficult and distant. * P 

“ A )'> a y>” continued the farmer, ‘*ye may laugh: but, 
maybe, the laugh may be on the ither side when ye *et 
oot. This may be an assumed guid nature, to blind us. 
_ m as far ben as ye, though no in the barn. Come, come 
It is a serious affair. Will ye pledge the honour o’ a 

alaS’’ that ’ ^ 1 draW tbe b ° ltS ’ y e ' U let alan e for let 


Surel 7> s^ely, > ’ was the ready reply, and another laugh 
accompanied the condition. b 

‘Eight merry prisoners, by my saul!” , 


continued the 
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farmer* “ Will they laugh at the loss o 1 their horse, I 
wonder ? ” (To his friends.) 

u That’s a' very weel,” he continued, in a higher voice. 
“ I hae witnesses here to the pledge; but I'm sorry to in- 
form ye that that deevil o’ a beggar, wha stole yer king’s 
mace, is aff and awa, the Lord kens whaur, wi’ the best 
horse o’ a’ yer cavalcade. Will ye forgie this to the boot ? ” 

Another burst of laughter responded from the barn, 
mixed with cries of — 

“ Ay, ay ; never mind the horse. Let him go with the 
mace. The king of the beggars deserveth a steed. 1 ' 

“Weel, these are the rnaist pleasant faes I ever saw,” 
said the farmer ; “ but I hae a’ my fears there's a decoy 
duck i’ the pond. Ilaud firm yer Levels, friends, in case 
a 1 this guid nature may, like the blink o’ an autumn sun. 
be followed by the fire-flaughts o’ their revenge.” 

The men stood prepared to fight, if necessary; the bolts 
were withdrawn, and out came the knights, as merry as 
larks, making the air resound with their laughter. The 
farmer and his friends were still more amazed, as, for their 
veiy souls, they could see nothing in discomfiture and 
imprisonment to make any man laugh. But the fact was 
now certain, that the prisoners were right glad and hearty: 
and the sincerity of their good humour was to be tested in 
a manner that seemed as extraordinary as anything that 
had yet been witnessed on this eventful evening. Not one 
of them ever mentioned the beggar or the loss of the horse 
— a circumstance remarkable enough ; and, not contented 
with this scrupulous regard of the treaty, the chief of 
them, slapping the farmer on the back, proposed that, as 
they had so unceremoniously broken up the sports cf the 
evening, they should not depart till they saw the dancing 
again commenced, and till they each and every man of 
them should dance a reel with the blooming maidens they 
had seen on their entry. This request, though as remark 
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able as the former proceedings, was received with loud 
applause. The parties were again collected; Tam the 
piper again took his seat; the ale flowed in its forme: 
abundance ; and in a short time the brave knights were 
seen tripping it gaily through the mazes of the merry 
dance. This w as another change oi the moral peristrephic 
panorama of that extraordinary evening; and, as the farmer 
looked at the merry knights with their sur touts of green, 
and their buff bald ricks and clanging swords, busy dancing 
in that very barn where they had, a few minutes before, 
been fighting like Turks, he held up his hands in wonder, 
and would have moralised on the chances and changes of 
life, if a barn lntd been a proper place, a Maiden a proper 
occasion, and the hour of relief from a great evil a proper 
time for the indulgence of such fancies. 

The knights danced only for a very short time; and there 
can be no doubt that they did their best to please them- 
selves, and to exhibit to their host and his friends the 
greatest triumphs of the gay art ; but all their efforts only 
tended to bring into higher contrast their best and most 
intricate evolutions, their highest and most joyous humours, 
their pleasantest and merriest tricks, with the devil-daring, 
jumping, roaring, laughing, kissing, and hugging of the 
jolly gabei lunzie, who outran all competitors in the pro- 
duct ion ot fun, as much as ever did an Arab steed the 
plough -nag at a fair gallop. There was not a knight among 
them that could, as the saying goeth, “hold the candle to 
liim ; and as for the private opinions of the u damysells,’ , 
the very best judges of the properties of man, they would 
not have given one hair in the beard of the jolly gaberlunzie 
for all the short crops of the chins of all the knights put 
together. His thefts and vagaries were lost, like spots on 
the sun, in the blaze of liis convivial splendour; and, 
coming and flying off like a comet, as he had done, he 
!>nd left them in a darkness which all the tiny lights of the 
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good-natured crew of bannerets could not illumine beyond 
the twinkle that only served to exhibit more clearly their 
gloom. Sic transit gloria muncli ! — they might never see 
his like again. 

The knights, after enjoying themselves in the manner 
we have mentioned, mounted their horses, (the one whose 
steed was stolen, having borrowed one from the farmer,) 
and having been supplied with a good stirrup-cup, galloped 
away, without ever having said one word, either of good or 
evil, of the mysterious gaberlunzie of whom they came in 
search. The Maiden was finished soon after, and the 
guidman of Cairnkibbie retired with his guidwife to rest, 
and in their waking moments to wonder at the strange 
events of the day. The fears of evil, resulting from his 
own conduct, had in a great measure ceased ; but, alas ! 
they ceased only to be revived in the morning, and in- 
crease! to a degree that made him still lament bavin 
forced the king’s messengers, and harboured a thief. 
About eleven o’clock ol the succeeding day, a horseman, 
booted and spurred, arrived in great haste at the door 
of the farm-house of Cairnkibbie, and requested to see the 

guidman. 

“What’s your will, sir?” said the farmer to the mes- 
senger, as he went to the door. 

“ I bear his Highness the King’s schedule, to be delivered 

to William Hume, the tenant of Cairnkibbie.” 

“The King’s schedule!” answered William, as he took 
the paper out of the messenger’s hands — “what ae I 
dune to offend the king?” 

“ Read it," said the messenger ; and William complied. 

« These are to show our high will and pleasor, that 
whereas ane gaberlunzie, of the name O' Wat Wilson, or 
at least ane wandering vagabond to whom that denomi- 
nation does by common use or courtesic effeir, did, in our 
guid toun of Dunse, on Wednesday last past, of this current 
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month of October, when our servitors and officers march- 
ing rank-on-raw, before and behint our person, reft frae the 

r mace-bearer, our mace of authority, fabricat 
i-t real r, and embossed with dewysses of goold, whar- 
with he did flee trayterly to the protection and refuge of 
thee, William Hume, tenant of Cairnkibbie, wha, with thy 
tenants, domestics, and retainers, and others, did harbour 
him, even against our officers of justice, wham thou didst 
pummel, and lik, and abuse in a maist shameful manner, 
and thereafter didst confine in ane auld barn the whyle 
thou didst let off the said gaberlunzie, and steal ane o’ 
the very choicest horses o’ our knights ; for all the wliylk 
thou (and eke thy aiders and abettors) slialt answer at our 
present ambulatory * lourt, at our auld burgh of Dunse, 
" hat to thou art summonit by this schedule, to attend on 
the day after thou receivest this, at 12 of the forenoon; 
why!!:,, if thou disregardest, thou shalt dree the punish- 
ment o our righteous vengeance. Given at Dunse, thi s 

day ot October 15 — . James R.” 

" he Lord, hae mercy on the house o’ Cairnkibbie!” 
ejaculated the farmer, as he read this fulmination of an 
incensed king's wrath. “What am I to do? How ! 
thee • he king after abusing his officers, and harbouring 
t le thief wha stole the royal mace, as weel as the horse o’ 

ns officer ? Can ye no intercede for me, sir, or at least 

gie me some advice how I am to act in this fearfu busi- 
ness ? ” 


And the farmer stamped on the ground, and paced 
backwards and forwards in great distress. The officer 
who brought the schedule seemed to sympathise with The 
unhappy man ; but, looking over to the door of the farm- 
house, and seeing Lilly standing on the landing-place, 
combing her fair locks, he smiled as if some hope for the 
unfortunate farmer had broken in on his mind. 

" Is that your daughter?” said he. 
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“ It is,” answered the farmer ; “ but that question has 
sma concern with t iis present misery that has overtaken 
the house o’ her father.” 

u More than thou thinkest, mayhap, ” answered the horse- 
man. u Bring her with thee, man, to Court. The king 
• i •! resist the appeal oil beauty. If that air wench will 
but hold up that face of hers, while thou settest forth thy 
h ' ‘C, I’ll guarantee thy liberation for a score o’ plucks. 
But see thou attendest ; otherwise, messengers will be sent 
to force thy presence.” 

Saying these words, the messenger clapped spurs to his 
horse, and was om of sight in an instant, leaving the poor 
farmer in a state of unabated terror. He went into the 
house, and reported the direful issue of last night’s adven- 
ture to his wife and daughter. The sympathetic commu- 
nications of their mutual fears increased their sorrow and 
apprehension, till the females burst into tears, and the 
guidmaii himself groaned, at the prospect of his inevitable 
ruin. During the day and the night, the subject formed 
the continual theme of their conversation; and the terror 

of meeting the sovereign, the weakness of the defence, and 
the fear of ruinous consequences, alternated their influence 

Over their clouded minds, without a moment’s intermission 
of ease. The guidwife was determined she would not leave 

her husband in the hands of his enemies; Lilly agreed to 

accompany them, at the request of her father; and Will 

( iut, with one or two of the farm-servants, were to go ns 
exculpatory witnesses. The farmer had in his grief re- 
solved upon a candid defence. The truth, lie W 08 Satisfied, 
might bring him olf, while any attempt at concealment or 

falsification could not (ail to hasten and increase the punish- 
ment he dreaded. At an early hour next day, the party 
with all on their way to Dmise; the farmer dressed in his 
long blue coat and blue, bonnet, his wife with her manky 
kirtle and high-crowned mutch, bedizened with large 
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bows of red ribbons ; and Lilly, with her " Lincolme gown” 
and wimple-bound hair, looking like the Queen of May 
herself. On their entry into the town ol Dunse, t'tey were 
met by two men having the appearance of officers, who 
claimed them in the king’s name as criminals, and con- 
ducted them to a small castle at the end of the town, at 
that time used as a garrison for the king’s troops. After 
passing through a long passage (their hearts palpitating 
with terror and awe), they came to a room of a large and 
stately appearance, hung round, as they could see by then- 
side glances — for they were terrified to look up— with loose 
hangings of rich cloth, whereon were many curious figures, 
that seemed to stand out apart from that on which they 
were set forth. About the middle of the room — so far as 
they could guess by their oblique investigation — they were 
seated on a species of “ lang settle and when they found 
themselves seated, they began (after drawing nearer and 
nearer to each other) to look up and around. 

There was a considerable number of individuals in the 
hall, some standing and some sitting, and all dressed in the 
most gorgeous style. On an elevated seat, covered by a 
temporary canopy of velvet, sat the august monarch of 
Scotland, the Fifth James; and at his feet were three or 
four individuals in the habiliments of barons. All this was 
httle suited to calming the beating hearts of the simple 
individuals who were so strangely situated. There was 
not (and the circumstance seemed strange) an ordinary 
individual present. Those who acted as officers were 

c early knights, or high gentlemen in the confidence of the 

'ing. All was silence for a few minutes, when a loud voice 
called out the name of “ William Hume * 

-Here,” answered William, with a choking voice 
n“!d “ d da " Sl “ er A001 ** Tel 7 clothes 


a 


Stand up, sir, cried the same fearful voice again. 
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William obeyed ; and now, unimaginable awe ! the yoice 
oi Majesty itself sounded through the hall. 

44 Read the indictment, Dempster,” said the King. 

The indictment was accordingly read. 

44 Is it true, sir,” began his Majesty, 44 that thou didst 
harbour this man called Wat Wilson, knowing him to 
have stolen our mace, and thereafter didst beat and con- 
fine our messengers who were sent to apprehend him?” 

Like many other timid witnesses, William 1 lume re- 
gained his self-possession the moment he was fairly com- 
mitted to giving evidence by a plain question being put to 
him. 

44 1 cam here this day,” replied William, looking up and 
around him wit-1 1 increasing confidence, 44 to tell your High- 
ness God’s truth. I canna deny the charge.” 

44 Knowest thou the punishment of deforcing the king’s 
messengers?” rejoined the King. 

44 No, yer Highness,” replied William ; 44 but my fears 
tell me it’s no sma’.” 

44 1 last thou anything to say in palliation of thy crime ? ” 

1 wre muckle, I fear, yer Highness,” answered William. 
44 1 say owre muckle ; for now, when I look back upon the 
dementit proceedings o’ that nicht, I have almost come to 
the conclusion that that gabei'lunzie wha has brought me 
into a 1 this trouble, was neither mair nor less than his 
august Majesty wha” 

44 Who, who ?” cried the King impatiently ; while several 
of the lords began to laugh, and whisper, 44 He knows him, 
he knows him.” 

44 — Than his august Majesty,” continued William, 44 wha 
haulds Iris court there — there” — (pointing his finger down- 
wards.) 44 To be plain, yer Highness, I do on my saul 
believe he was the 1 )eevil himsel 1” 

The king laughed a loud laugh, and all the barons burst 
fair out into a hearty 44 guffaw •” while some of them 
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mttered, “A compliment— a compliment, in good faith, to 
the King’ — a whisper which, if William Hume had heard, 
he might have construed into a hint that the gaberlunzie 
was no other that the king himself ; but, luckily for the 

naivete of William’s testimony, he remained in his igno- 
rance. 


“ Wnat, man 1” exclaimed the King, when he had again 

arranged his jaws into something like gravity — “ Dost thou 
believe he was the Devil?” 

“ do I,” replied William, now getting bolder by 

the laughter that had rung in his ears ; “ and the mair I 

think o’ him and his wild and wonderfu’ feiks and freits, 
the mair satisfied am I o’t.” 

illiam s adherence to his position produced another 
burst of merriment. 

What did he do, continued the King, 44 to entitle him 
" that eh.u actor { It wmild ill become us to punish a 
subject for the acts of the Evil One.” 

“ What did he no do, your Highness ?’’ ejaculated the 
farmer “ he did everything the enemy could do, and man 
couldna. We were hauldin our Maiden when he cam to 
the door, and were determined no to let him in ; but he 

! - •: 1 t hearts in an instant, and the enemies o’ his 

entrance becam the freends o’ his presence. Then began 
he to act Ins part : he played as nae man ever played ; 
drank as nae man ever drank ; danced, and made ithers 
ance, langer and blyther than ever man did on the face 

this earth * men’s hearts like bullfinches wi’ his 

sangs, the women’s by the rub o’ his beard ; and sent 
through a’ and owe a’ sic a glamour and witchery o’ fun 
and frolic, and enjoyment-ay, andluve o’ himsel— that nae 
mortal cratur was ever seen to hae sic power since the days 
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“ Rut a’ that was naething,” continued 'William ; “ Fm a 
plain man, as ye may see — and wha, looking at me, would 
say that a mortal gaberlunzie could twist me round his 
finger as easily as he could do a packthread ? Yet this 
beggar din. ;at. lour Highness’ troops cam to seize him 

and wha before ever saw the guidman o’ Cairnkibbie har- 
bour a thief? The Deevil had thrown owre me and the 
1,1 < ?i .- if tlie charm o’ li is cant-raps. We swore we 
would defend him — ay, even though we saw the stowen 
mace in his hand ; we did defend him, and he had nae 
mair to do than to blaw in oor lugs, when clap went the 
barn-doors, and a’ yer Highness’ knights were imprisoned 
is il by magic. Could a beggar o’ or dinar flesh and blude 
hae dune a’ that, yer Highness?” 

William again drew breath, and again the hall resounded 
with the laugh of the king and his lords. 

“ But even a’ that was little or naething,” continued 
William again ; u for to pay us for a’ the guid we had 
dune him, he made himsel invisible, and rode aflf like a fire- 
fl aught on ane o’ the knight’s horses; and frae that eventfu 
hour to this, we hae ne’er seen his face.” 

“Art satisfied, my Lord of Ross?” said the King in a 
whisper, to a lord that sat beside him. u Is our wager 
won ? Have we, as we essayed, succeeded in our under- 
taking? Have we in the form of a- beggar, so wrought 
upon the hearts of the members of a Maiden feast, as to 
gain their love to the extent of making them defend the 

gaberlunzie against the king’s knights, inspiring them to 

light, and win the day in a fought, battle, and latterly 

riding home on one of the enemy’s horses? Ha! ha! we 

opine wc have — what say our judges?” 

“The game is up,” replied the Lord of Ross, “I ac- 
knowledge myself beat. Your Highness has won the 
day.” 

Another laugh sealed the triumph of the king, and 
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William Hume stared in amazement at the extraordinary 
mummery that was acted around him. 

illiam Ilume,” said the King, “this is an artifice on 
thy part to escape our vengeance. I go to put on the 
black cap, and to return to pronounce thy fate. Thou 
hast admitted the crime; and to lay it on the devil’s back, 
is only the common way of the wicked.” 

Lilly, on hearing the mention of the black cap, screamed, 
the mother cried for mercy, and the thunderstruck farmer 
waited to receive his doom. The king went out, and re- 
turned in a short time in the cap of Wat Wilson, holding 
in his hand the stolen mace. A new light broke in upon 
the mind of the criminal — he perceived at once the identity 

of the king and the beggar ; and the fears of all were in a 
moment dispelled. 

“Stand up, Lilly Hume and Will Carr,” said the 
monarch. 


The voice of royalty sounded like a death-knell in the 

' .'us oi did maul "ii. Her mind ran back to that eventful 

hour when she told the beggar the secret of her love ; and 

she felt even yet the hug of the king, and the royal kiss 

burning on her lips. She blushed to the temples, and 

could scarcely stand without the support of her father 

who now, when he saw how the land lay, had recovered all 

Ins fortitude, with a portion of well-founded hope that the 

services he performed to the beggar-king would meet with 
their reward. 


° J'T LiU * ■** allow you to marry 

Will Carr, resumed James, “ because lie is puir ?” 

“ Guid Lord !” muttered William to lnmsel-“ hoo comes 

e o ken that too ?— a family secret that I could scarcely 

breathe m my am lug for its injustice, and now I see to be 
punished as it deserves." ne 

Lilly hung her head. She could not open her lips Tln» 
men, ton of her tumble love by a Hag and in 
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of nobles, was so far beyond the ordinary experience of her 
obscure life, and held sucli a contrast to the secret breath- 
ings of her affection in her stolen meetings with her lover 
among the broom knowes of Cairnkibbie, that she thought 
the world itself was undergoing some extraordinary con- 
vulsion. Turning round, she caught the eye of Will Carr, 
who, having more courage, infused some portion of his con- 
fidence into the blushing girl. 

is that true, William Hume? 1 ’ rejoined James, who 
despaired of getting an answer from Lilly. 

“’Deed, an’ it’s owre true, yer Highness,” answered the 
farmer ; “ but 1 thought there wasna a mortal on earth 
knew the circumstance but mysel and my wife; for, beg- 
ging your 1 1 ighness’ pardon, 1 was ashamed to tell it to 
the lassie hersel, for fear she might hae communicated it to 
Will’s freends, wha are decent people, and canna help 
their poverty.” 

Dost thou still stand to thy objection to the match?” 
again asked James. 

“If your Royal Highness, as Wat Wilson,” replied the 
farmer, smiling, “could command me and the hail house- 
hold o’ Cairnkibbie to do your bidding, and turn us round 
your finger like a piece o’ pa eld bread, I miclit hae smn 
chance o’ resistin yer authority as king o* Scotland, I 
hae nae objection noo to the match, seein that a king gies 
oot the bans.” 

“William Hume,” resumed the laughing monarch, 
“hear thy doom. For the love thou didst extend and 
show to our royal person, we give thee a free grant of the 
lands of Cairnkibbie, upon this one condition — that thou 
conscntest to the union of Lilly Hume with Will Carr, to 
whom we shall, out of our royal purse, give, as a marriage 
portion, two hundred marks.” 

“I canna disobey the command o’ Wat Wilson,” replied 
William with a dry smile. “He has already exercised 
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great authority owre us a’, and we winna throw afF our 
allegiance in this eventfu day.” 

A general laugh wound up the scene. The young 
couple were married, and a merry wedding they had of it; 
but there was one great exception to the general joy, and 
that was, that although there was many a good (lancer 
piesent, and Tam Lutar was not absent, there was not to 
be seen or heard the jolly beggar who had, on the former 
occasion, been the soul of the Maiden. James became 
afterwards engaged in more serious concerns, and there 
were few who knew anything of his nocturnal exploit. 
Ihe Humes were told to keep it a secret; and the lords 
who were present had too much regard for their king to 
expose his good-humoured eccentricities. When Hume 
became proprietor of Cairnkibbie, the people speculated ; 
•'"t little did they know, so well had the secret been kept, 
t iat the grant proceeded from the farmer’s supposed mis- 
01 tune, or that Wat Wilson the beggar, who danced so 
jovially at the Maiden, was the individual who had trans- 
ormed William Hume from a simple farmer to one of the 
small Border lairds who held their heads so high in those 

1 Ti! and / ar IeSS Was ifc known that tIle s ‘™e individual 
(ladbrought about the marriage of Lilly Hume and Will 

Thus have we attempted to describe one of those wild 
frolics m which the young King James V. of Scotland 
occasionally indulged. If he had lived to an advanced 

the'kin ^ ^ “ mUch reason to admire 

he king as they had to love the royal gaberlunzie, who 

Aberil™ "'I 7 qUar ‘ erS ’ Whc,hcr ““ * fa 

his snirit of 1 the of Cairnkibbie, sent the lire of 

earned com T® &nd ^ tllrou S h °ut all with which he 
ne in contact. 
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THE PROFESSOR’S TALES. 

EARLY RECOLLECTIONS OF A SON OF THE HILLS. 


I have oftentimes thought, what, I dare say, has been 
thought again and again by thousands before I was born, 
and will be thought by as many millions after I have ceased 
both to think and speak — I have thought that, if any one 
were to give an exact transcript of his feelings and experi- 
ence, in early life in particular — without any connecting 
link even, beyond that of time and place — such a written 
record could not fail to be exceedingly interesting. The 


novelty of the scene ; the uncloyed character of the feel- 
ings; the harpy-clutching nature of the imagination ; the 
variety of sources within and without, from which plea- 
sure is derived and is derivable — all these form a mine ot 
delightful insight, which has not, perhaps, ever yet been 
exhausted' — a mine conducting to, and losing itself in, that 
far-away contra! darkness which precedes perception, re- 


collection, existence. I remember — and it is an awful 

remembrance, — the. death of my grandmother when I was 
only four years old, There she lies in that bed. Along- 
side of that sheet, then* an* my mother and the minister 


kneeling in prayer. 


The whisper is conveyed to the 
minister’s ear — 44 Sir, sin* lias win to rest /” Oh, that sweet 
word rest I — rest negative, rest positive — rest from, rest in, 

rest, amidst a sea of troubles —rest in an ocean of glorious 
happiness 1 44 Sir, she lias win to rest!” I can never tor- 

gel. the words, nor the look, nor the place, nor the all 
which then constituted me. The minister pauses in the 


middle of a sentence, he rises (rom his knees, and, taking 


EARLY RECOLLECTIONS OF A SON OF THE HILLS. 67 


my mother’s hand in his, as well as mine in the other, he 

approaches the bed of death ; but, O my soul, what an 

impression is made upon me! My grandmother — the 

figure with the short cloak over her shoulders, the check 

apron, the ;ol )acco-box, and the short cutty-pipe — 'the 

speaking, conversing, kind-hearted figure — what is it now ? 

A deep I but the eyes are open, and frightfully unmean- 

ing. Asleep! — bu 1 lie mouth is somewhat aivry, and there 

is an expression unknown, intolerable, terrible, all over the 
countenance. 

And this is death ! I cannot stand it. I fly to the door 

to the brae — to the hill. I dash my face, shoulders and 
all, into a bracken bush, and weep, weep, weep myself 
asleep. When I awake, it is a dream; I am amused with 
the white table-cloth, the bread and cheese, and wine 
bottle. I am amused with the plate, salt, and earth placed 
on the breast of the corpse. I am amused with the coffin- 
ing ; but, most of all— oh, delightful '.—with the funeral— 
the well-dressed people— the numbers, the services of bun, 
shortbread, wine, and spirits ; and above all, with various 
little bits and drops which fall to my share. I firmly be- 
lieve I got fuddled on the occasion. Such is man ; for men 
are but children of a larger growth. Now, there is only 
one event, circumstance, incident, firmly and fairly told— 
and it is interesting exceedingly: how interesting, then 
would all the incidents and events of early life be, were 
they only narrated with equal fiiithfulness ! So one may 
say ; but, in so saying, they will be misled and mislead. 
There are few things w ich I remember so vividly as this 
Death ! I have seen thee since ! Thou hast torn from me 
mother, brother, friend, and, above and beyond all, thou 
hast been betwixt these arms, murdering her whom my 
soul loved-the partner of my life-the mother of my 
babes— the bahn of my soul— the glory, ornament, and 
boast of my existence ; and yet, and yet my grandmother’s 
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death is more vividly imprinted on brain and heart than 
any other event of a similar nature. Proof impressions 
sell dear ! and proof feelings— oh, how deep are the lines, 
how indelible the engravings ! They are cut on steel with 
a graving tool of adamant. 1 1 e hear and the brain must 
be reduced to their elemental dust, ere these impressions 
can wear out— and yet I was only four years and six 

months old ! 

I saw it — ay, and I see it still— a poor innocent lamb. 

I had hissed it, and hung about its neck on the sunny 
brae. People said it was not thriving : I would not be- 
lieve it. it was my companion. I often fed ii; with milk ; 
put my finger into its little toothless mouth, and made it 
lap the invigorating and nourishing liquid. It had no 
parent, no friend, in a manner, but me, and I was only 
live years old, in pel I i coats ; a very semblance of humanity ; 
a thing to be strode over in his path by mankind of ordi- 
nary stature. But there came a blight, a curse, a dreadful 
change, over my dear and endearing pet. It was orn — 
ay, dreadfully torn, by some nightly dog. When I first 
found it, it was scarcely alive, lying bleeding; its white, 
and soft, and smooth skin dragged in the mud, torn and 
untouchable. There was a knife applied; but not to cure; 
it, was to kill, to put out of pain. I could not stand 
it; I went into convulsions, screamed, and almost tore 
myself to pieces. “My Iambi my wee lambic! my dear, 
dear sweety l”— but it had passed, and I was alone in my 

existence. But, oh I it was a fearful lesson which I had 

I,,. ,|— a divadl'ul truth which I had ascertained. Youth, 

as well as age, is subject to death : dreadful 1 

There she sits in loveliness— there, there, in the midst 
of that hazel bush, snug in her retreat, her yellow bill pro- 
• footing over the brow of her nest: smooth, black, and glit- 

tering are her feathers, and her eye is the very balmy south 

of expression. Yet there is a watchfulness and a t imidity 
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in her attitude and movement— she is not at ease, for that 
eye has caught mine, as they protrude upon her betwixt 
two separated branches; and, after two or three hesitatin'* 

# o 

stirs, she is out — off— away ; but perched on a neighbour- 
ing bough, to mark and watch my proceedings. And he, 
too, is there ; he, her companion and helpmate ; he who 
was singing, or rather whistling, so loud on that tall and 
overtopping birch ; he who was making the setting sun- 
liph; clad with his musio — who was, doubtless, chanting 
of courtship, and love, and union, and progeny. Yes ! he 
has left his blanch and his si ; lie has dropped down from 
his elevation, to inquire into the cause of that sudden 
chuckle, by which his lady bird has alarmed him. There 

ait ’ 1 11 me now, and all my proceedings are 

registered in two beating bosoms. But the nest is full 

it is full of life— of young life — of the gorling in its hair, 
and incipient tail— of yellow gaping bills, all thrust upwards, 
and crying, as loud as attitude and cheep can do, “ Give, 
give, give !” Surely Solomon had never seen a blackbird’s 
nest with young, else he had given it a place amongst his 
“gives!” This was my first nest. It was discovered 
when I was only five years old ; it was visited every day 
and every hour; the young ones grew apace; they feathered 
into blackness; they hopped from their abode; they fle!v, 
or were essaying to do so, when— O world ! world ! why’ 
why, is it so with thee !— destruction came in a night,’ 

mge|eaHs of my young ones were strewed around 
t eir once happy and crowded abode. There had been 
other eyes upon them than mine. Yes! eyes to which 
the night is as noonday— vile, green, elongated eyes 
and sharp, penetrating, and unsparing teeth, and claws’ 
stretched, crooked, and clutching; and, in short, the cal 
had devoured the whole family !-not one was left to the 
distracted parents. I shall never, never forget their flut- 
tering movements, their chirpings, their restlessness, their 
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ruffled feathers, and all but human speech. There was 
revenge in my young bosom -mad and terrible revenge. 

I snatched up the murderer— all unconscious as she was 
of her fault. I ran with her, like a fury, to a deep pool in 
the burn. I dashed her headlong into the waters— fiom 
which, of course, she readily escaped, and, eyeing me wit 
a look of extreme surprise from the further bank, imme- 
diately vanished into the house. Though we were great 
friends before this event-and I would gladly have renewed 
our intercourse afterwards, when my passion bad Mu -m. 
—yet Pussy never' forgave me, at least I know that s ie 

never trusted me, for 1 could never catch her again. 

That’s the pool — the very bumbling pool, where we 
bathed, and stood beneath the cascade, for a whole sum- 
mer’s day. There were more than one or two either— there 
were many of us ; for we collected as the day advanced, 
and still those who were retreating, upon encountering 
those who were advancing, would turn with them again, 
and renew their immersions. It was summer-and such 
summer as youth (for I was only six) alone can ezpenence 
-it was one long blaze of noontide radiance. The sun 
stationary, as in the valley of Jehosopliaf, the trees, green, 
leafy, shady, rejoicing; the very cattle dancing m upon 
cooling element ; and the grasshopper still dumb. T 
heat was intense, yet not overpowering; lor we were nate 
—naked as were Adam and Eve prior to sin and 
-naked as is Apollo Belvidere , or the Venus de Meta 
We were Nature’s children, and she was land to us s 
cave us air that was balm; sunbeams that wooed us fio . 

' IVma ' it ™ of fun and Mo, and sphsb, «nd 

lLt«,»nd confusion ! No» jumping from . ho br« 

Z , now standing beneath *. Grey M, the 

Hushing cascade; now laving-hko Diana on AOW 
2 water from the pool on each other's barbs and laces , 
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now circling along the green bank, in sportive chase and 
mimic fray, and again couching neck deep in the pool. 
But the awful dinnle is on the breeze; tae Jack south 
hath advanced rapidly upon meridian day ; the white and 
swollen clouds have -oiled up into spongy foam ; and there 
runs a light blue vapour over the inky cloud beneath. 
Hist! — whisht! — it’s thunner! and, ere many minutes have 
escaped, we are each quaking every limb at our own fire- 
sides. 

Many recent winters have made me cry, What has 
become o winter? 1 wished Government would fit out 
an expedition to go in quest of him. lie must have been 
couching somewhere, the funny old rogue, behind the 
Pole; he must have been coquetting with the beauties 
of < Greenland or Nova Zembla. l ie has, last season, con- 
descended to give us a glimpse oi his icy beard and hoary 
temples. Oh, I like the old fellow dearly ! — but it is the 
old fellow only. As to him of modern times, I know not 
what to make of him — a blustering, blubbering, bragga- 
docio ; making darkness his pavilion, for no other purpose 
than to throw pailfuls of water on the heads of women and 
children ; letting out his colds and influenzas from his 
Baltic bags, and terrifying our citizens with “auld wives,” 
broken slates, and shivered tiles. But my winter of 1794 
— what a delightful companion he was! He did his work 
genteelly; his drift was a matter of a few hours; but they 
were hours of vigorous and terrible exertion. Some ten 
score of sheep, and some twenty shepherds, perished within 
a limited range, in one wild and outrageous night. It was, 
indeed, sublime — even to me, a youth of eight years of age, 
it was fearfully sublime. Can anything be more beautiful 
than tailing and newly-fallen snow. There you see it above, 
and to a great height, shaping into varied and convolving 
tonns. It nears, it nears, it nears, and lights in your little 
hard, a feathery diamond, a crystallized vapour, an evanes- 
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cent loveliness 1 But the tempest has sounded an assail! 
and the broadened Hakes are comminuted into blinding drift 
— the earth beneath blows up to heaven, whilst the heaven 
thunders its vengeance upon the earth. The restless snow 
whirls, eddies, rises, disperses, accumulates. Mali cannot 
breathe in the thick and toiling atmosphere. Ihe wreaths 
swell into rounded and polished forms, and, on a sudden, 
disappear. The air has cleared, lias stilled, and the shaip 
and consolidating irost has commenced. What ft seft of 
celestial brightness 1 The earth wrapped in an alabasiei 
mantle, the folds of which are the lohls ol beauty and en- 
chantment. Days of glory, and nights of splendour. Ihe 
moon, in her own blue heaven, contracted to a small cir- 
cumference <>f clear, gaseous light; the hills, the hollows, 
i In* valleys, the inuirs, the mosses, the woodlands, the rocky 
eminences, the houses, the churchyards, the gardens, the 
whole of external nature beneath her, giving up again into 
the biting and twinkling air an arrowy radiance of far- 
Hprmnl light. Here and there the course of a mountain 
torrent, or of a winding river, marked with a jogged and 
broken line of black. The bay of the house-dog heard far 
off— the sound of the curlers' sport, composed ol a mixture 
of moanings — the u sweep,” the <c guard," the 11 stroke, the 

homebred ami hearty shout and gutlaw t he babel mix- 
turr of noises, Coming softened ami utt lined hum tin* distant. 
j, on( | t 1|, is tin* “ liowolum dead” ot winter. ( Kristinas 
has passed, with its happiness wished ami enjoyed — it is 
the last night of the year; long ami iomlly-e \peeted Hog 

man ay 1 Wo are abroad, amongst the farm houses ami 

ruttars’ huts— we pass nothing that emits smoke. Oui 

disguises are fearful, even to ourselves, as we encounter 

,.,,,-h other urn* x peel e< I I y at rnrucTH, Cakes, cheese, and 
,i|| manner oi eatables are ours, even to profusion, 
who Would not endure inUOh of life, to have Mieh exquisite 

fun renewed 1 
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But my first trout! — killed — fairly landed out of the 
water — dancing about in all its speckled beauty on the 
green bank: this was indeed an event — this was an achieve- 
ment of no ordinary interest. Fishing! to thee I owe 
more of exquisite enjoyment than to any other amusement 
whatever. I am a mountain child — born, and nursed, and 
trotted about from my cradle on the winding banks of a 
bonny burn, through whose waters there looked up eyes, 
and there waved fins and tails. I have taken, again and 
again, in after life, the wings of the morning, and have 
made my dwelling with the stunted thorn, the corbie nest, 
the croaking raven, the willie-wagtail, and the plover, and 
the snipe, and the lapwing. I have seen mist — glorious 
mist! — in all its fantastic shapes, and openings and closings, 
from the dense crawling blanket of wet to the bright, sun - 
penetrated, rent, and dispersing tatterment of haze. I have 
studied all manner of cloud, from the swollen, pul fed up, 
and rolling castel lation, to the smooth, level, and wide- 
spread overshadowing. The breezes have been my com- 
panions all along. I could scan their merits and demerits 
with a fisher’s eye, from the rough and sudden puff, urg- 
ing the pool into ridges of ripple, to the steady, soft, and 
balmy breath that merely brought the surface into a slight 
commotion. Burns, too, I have studied, and streams, and 
gullets, and weils, and. clay-brows, and bumbling pools. 
I have fished in the Caple with Willie Herdman. (See 
Blackwood, volume sixth.) I have fished in the Turrit 
with Stoddart. (See his admirable book on Angling.) 
But the true happiness of a fisher is solitude. Oh, for ; 
fine morning in April, fresh, breezy, and dark ! — a moun- 
tain glen, through which the Dar or the Brawn threads its 
mazy descent; the bottom clear, and purified - by a recent 
flood; the waters not yet completely subsided— somethin- 

betwixt clear and muddy— a light blue, and a still lighter 
brown. 
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Not a shepherd, nor a sheep, nor a living creature within 
sight — nothing but the sound of the passing stream, and 
the plash of the hooked and landing trout. A whole im- 
mensity of unexhaustea stream unfurled before me ; the 
day yet in its nonage ; my pockets stuffed with stomach 
store ; my mind at ease ; my tongue ever and anon repeat- 
ing, audibly — “ Now for it, this will do, there he has it, 
this way, sir, this way ; nay, no tricks upon travellers 
out, out you must come — so, so, my pretty lellow, take it 
gently, take it gently 1” But I am forgetting my first trout 
in the thousand and tens ol tie inlands \\ 1 1 i < ■ 1 1 hav 1 ' llt_ 
ceeded it. I had a knife— J know not liow I got it ; 
perhaps I bought it at a Thornhill fair, with a sixpence 
which the guidman of Auchincai n i 'jave me as my failing, 
or perhaps— but no matter; as Wordsworth would say, 

“ I had a knife !” and this knife was my humble servant in 
all manner of duties ; it was, in fact, my slave ; it would 
cut bourtree, and fashion scout guns ; it would make saugh 
whistles ; it would fashion bows and arrows ; it would pare 
cheese, and open hazel nuts; it was more geneially useful 
than Hudibras’ sword— and I felt its value. In fact, what 
was I without my knife ? A soldier without his gun, a 
fiddler without his fiddle, a tailor without his shears. And 
yet this very knife, dear and useful as it was to me, I 
parted with— I gave it away, 1 fairly bartered u t>r a bait- 
hook with a horse-hair line attached to it. But then- I 
had seen, and seen it for the first time, a trout caught with 
this very hook and line. Having a hook and line, I cut 
myself, from an adjoining wood, a rowan-tree fis ung-Tod, 
which might serve a double purpose, protecting me from 
the witches, and aiding me in catching trout. Away I 
went, “ owre muirs and mosses mony o’," to the glorious 
Caple, of which I had heard much. I baited my hook 
with some difficulty; for worms, whatever boys may he, 
are not fond of the sport. I stood alongsi !<■ "i i lie deep 


EARLY RECOLLECTIONS OF A SON OF THE HILLS. 75 

black pool. I saw the deception alight in the water, and 
heard the plump ; it sank, and sank, by a certain law, 
which philosophers have named gravitation ; it became 
first pale- white, then yellow, then almost red, as it sank 
away into the dark profundity of mossy water. It lay st ill 
and motionless for a few instants. At last it moved ; ye 
powers ! it cuts the water like an edged instrument — it 
pulls — pulls strongly. The top of the rod touches the 
surface of the pool — something must be done — I am all 
trepidation. But, by mere strength of pulling and of 
tackle, a large yellow-warned, black-backed fellow lies 
panting on the sand bank at the foot of the pool. 

44 And its hame, hame, hame, 

.i • Fain wad I be ; 

And it's hame, hame, hame, 

To my ain mammie I ” 

1 ran home with all possible rapidity ; and displayed, on 
a very large pewter plate, my first trout, to my kind and 
afle< tionate parent. My happiness was completed. 

The woods ! — I was born in the woods ; man lives origi- 
nally in the primeval forests, with the exception, perhaps, 
of the Arab, the Babylonian, and Egyptian; wherever there 
as sufficient soil and suitable climate, there was wood, 
from Lapland to Capetown, from the Bay of Biscay to the 
1 ellow Sea. The American forests still exist, where even 
the axe of European civilization has not reached them, 
liari- woods are natural to man; he turns to them as to 
something, he cannot well tell how or why, congenial to 
his nature. At least so I have felt it, and feel it still in 
n ctions of early life. Plantations are stiff and 
artificial, generally consisting of a dense field of regular 
similarity ; but natural wood, the offspring of our own 
soil, the indigenous plants of Scotland— the birch, for 
xumple, with its bending and elegant twigs, its white 
stem, and grateful fragrance; the eternal oak, with its 
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leafy shade; the tough ash, with its pointed leaf; the 
lowly hazel, with its straight stems and t Vagrant nuts ; the 
saugh, the willow, the thorn-sloe, the haw, the elder, the 
bourtree, the crabtree, the briar, and the bramble — all 
these consociate lovingly, and actually did consociate 
around, and almost over, the humble but snug cot where 
I first drew breath. There, my first herald of day was 
the song o the linnet, thrush, or blackbird; there, my 
first efforts were made in gaining the top of some little 
ash or birch ; there, my first riches consisted in a few 
pints of ripened and browned nuts, kept in the leg of a 
footless stocking, against the ensuing Halloween. But 
Halloween has now become a mere name — ct pretcrea nihil , 
still stat noiniim umbra , sufficient to make me recollect 


with delight the exquisite pleasure which I enjoyed in 
anticipating as well as in observing this festival. The 
Crabtree yielded its reddest and ripest fruit for the occa- 
sion; a casual apple was hooked over the hedge of the 
castle orchard for the same purpose; but, above aud 
beyond all, nuts were gathered, dried and stored away into 
sly corners and out-of-the-way places. "What, amusement 
SO delightful as nut-gathering I There they hang to the 

afternoon mid, brown and ready to escape Irom their husks 

or shells. There arc twosome clusters, ami threesome clus- 


ters; and if you could reach Without shaking that t opmost 
branch (hut. there is the difficulty and the dnugei), you 
may even seoure a twelvesomo duster a glorious knot of 

lovely associates, that would crumble from their abodes 
into your hands like dried leaves 1 You pass on from 
Imsli to bush ; hut you have been anticipated. Will or 
Tam, or Jock or Jamie, or all four, have been then' before 
you, and haVC lelt you nothing hut a scanty jdi.uiuig. 
Here and there, you are enabled to extract from the 
centre of a leafy shade, an ill-ripened, because an unsound, 

nut, whirl i serves no better purpose than to break 
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your jaws with its emptiness, in cracking it. But you 
push away into the interior — the terra incognita of the 
woodland ; and, standing out by itself, aired and sunned all 
over, you find a little branch of scroggs, stinted and ill- 
leaved, but really covered all over with the most exquisite 
fruitage. hong, large, are the nuts you have thus ac- 
quired ; and you chuckle inwardly, as you contemplate 
a prize which has been reserved lor your exclusive use. 
With what despatch are cluster after cluster accumulated 
into handfuls, and then again into pocketfuls, and then, at 
last, into cap, hat, or bonnetfuls, till you become a kind of 
shellicoat, a walking nuttery , a thing of husks and kernels! 
The voice of your companions is loud and frequent, in the 
language of inquiry into the state of your success ; but 
you preserve a deep silence, or answer prevaricatingly, 
by, “you have got a few — not many — very bad place 
this,” &c. &c. At last you come upon them with the 
astonishment ol display, and expose your treasure with 
ineffable feelings of triumph. You have distanced them 
all. Your Halloween fortune is made — you are a happy 

But Halloween comes at last — Scotland’s Halloween— 
Burns’ Halloween — the Halloween of centuries upon cen- 
turies of the Celt amidst his mountains, the Saxon in his 
valley, the Druid in his woods, King James the First in his 
palace — and old Janet Smith in her humble cottage. It 
was at Janet Smith’s that I held the first Halloween cf 
which I have any distinct recollection. Inhere was a kind 
of couthiness about old Janet, which made her hearth the 
! ! ~ : c ur il h the young lads and lasses, boys and girls, 
around. : )n Halloween, Janet had on her best head-gear, 
her check apron, and clean neck napkin. 

_ We had such burning of nuts, such pu’ing of stocks, such 
singing of songs, such gibing, laughing, cracking, tale- 
telling, and, to crown all, such a gallant bowl of punch, 
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made from a sonsy greybeard, which the young men had 
taken care to store previously with the needful, that I went 
home half crazy, and, my mother affirmed, continued so 
for several days to come. 

Ye gods I what superstitious notions peopled my brain 
ever since! I recollect such fears about the invisible 
world becoming visible — I walked amidst a multitude of 
unseen terrors, ever ready to burst the casement of imma- 
teriality, and to stand, naked, confessed, in material sem- 
blance, before me. There was the fairy, the inhabitant of 
the green unploughed knowe, the green-coated imp, intent 
on child-stealing, or rather barter? and jingling her bridle 
through the high air on Halloween ; there was the ghost, 

t 

awful, solemn, and admonishing, pointing with the finger 
to buried treasure or murder glen ; there was the wraith, 
little less terrible, and clothed in a well-known presence, 
pi o' o ms i i rating death or sore affliction; there was the 
death-watch? distinctly heard tick,’ ticking, all night long, 
in the bed -post ; there were the blue lights seen in round 
spots on the. bed-head, on the very night when three lads 
and three lasses perished in the boat ; there was the nmckle 
deil himself, driving in a p os t- chaise, over the “cliaise- 
eraig,” or panting, like a bull-dog, at t he nightly traveller’s 
feet; and, over and above all these, was “Will o’ the 
Wisp,” skipping about from one side of the moss to the 
other, and always placing itselfbetwixt you and your homo. 

“ Dye see that?” said my cousin, Nelly Laurie, a girl 
of eighteen, to me, when my years could be reckoned by 
the number of the muses. 

“What! what is it I” 1 exclaimed; ami my attention 
woe directed towards >ss, or morass, through which our 


foot path lay, on our way Imme, about ten o’clock of ft dark, 
damp, and cloudy night. 

“There t there it’s again I” 

There is something in the word “it” most, indefinitely 
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terrific. Had she said he or she , or even that ghost, or 
that wraith, or that bogle, it would not have been half so 
startling ; but “ it” — do you see it? — see a thing without 
a name, a definition — a mere object, shorn of its accidents 
or qualities ! This is indeed most awful. With fear and 
trembling, I lifted up mine eyes, and beheld — O mercy, 
mercy ! — a light in the middle of the moss, where no light 
should have been ; and it was floating and playing about, 
blue as indigo, and making the darkness around it visible. 
My joints relaxed, and I fell to the earth, incapable of 
motion. I was a mere bundle of loose and unconnected 
bones, sinews, and muscles. My cousin stood over me, 
incapable of deciding what would be done ; at last, it was 
iiscovered that to advance homewards was better than to 
retrograde, as we were already more than half-way on our 
course. I was instructed to repeat, and to continue re- 
peating, aloud, the Lord’s prayer; whilst she, on whose 
shoulders I lay like a dead sheep, continued to give audible 
• • •" une >t the twenty-third psalm. It was, indeed, 
°dd concert for the devil, or his emissary, Mr. William 
yclept u of the Wisp,” to listen to ; for, whilst I was roar- 
ing out, in perfect desperation, “ Our Father which art in 
Heaven, she was articulating, in a clear and overpowering 
tone, “ The Lord’s my shepherd whilst I slipt into “ Hal- 
lowed be thy name,” she advanced with, “ I’ll not want— 
he makes me down to lie!” — and, sure enough, down both 
of us lay , with a vengeance, in the midst of a moss-hole, 
into which, from terror and the darkness of the night, we 
had inadvertently plunged. “What’s the meaning of all 
this, sirs!” exclaimed a well-known voice. It was my 
mother s, God bless her ! I clung to her like grim death, | 
and never quitted my hold till I was snugly lodged above 
the fire, near to the lamp, and with dog, cat, my cousin, 

! my mother, betwixt me and the dark door-way pas- 
sage ! I did not get a sound sleep for months and years 
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afterwards ! Such are thy miseries, unhallowed, unmanly 
superstition ! Disease may relax the body and enervate 
the whole frame; but thou art the disease of the soul, the 
fever of the brain. Misfortunes may be borne — pain must 
be endured till it is cured — but superstition such as this, 
is neither endurable nor curable. I am not yet completely 
cured of it, now that I have entered my sixtieth year. 
Were you to send me into an empty, dark church, at mid- 
night, and through a surrounding churchyard, peopled 
with the bodies of the dead, I durst not go, though you gave 
me large sums of money. And is my judgment or reason 
in fault ? Not at all ; it is my feelings, my moral nature ; 
my very blood lias got such a blue tinge that I verily, be- 
lieve it would look like the blue ink I am writing with, 
were it caught in a tea-cup ! Sir Walter Scott was bit, 
too, and so are nine-tenths of the living , though they won't 
allow it. *'t has now become, like latent heat, an unseen 
agency ; but it still acts, and powerfully, on civilized, and 
even learned man ! 

Seeking of birds’ nests is a glorious amusement, and the 
knowledge of a large amount of these is a possession to be 
boasted of. I know of a linnet s nest, says one — and I of 
a robin's, says another — 1 of shilfa’s, says a third ; but a 
fourth party comes in with his mavis, and all competition 
is at an end. The mavis is indeed a Scottish nightingale ; 
he sings so mellow, and so varied — his brown spreckled 
breast turned up to the rising or the setting sun, he pours 
o'er the woodland a whole concert of harmony ; and then 
he awakens into competition the blackbird, with his jEolian 
whistle ; the green and grey linnet, with their sharp and 
sweet tweedle-twee ; the goldfinch, with his scarlet hood 
and song of flame; and the lark on the far-off fell, with 
his minstrelsy of heaven's border. But what to a boy, n 
boy of eight or nine, is all this song and sunshine, in 
comparison with the fact — “ I know of five birds’ nests I” 
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W hy, this annunciation is enougli to settle your doom — you 
may almost apprehend assassination, so much must you be 

But 'true it is, and of verity ; I once knew live 
birds nests — all containing eggs or young. Oh, I remem- 
ber them as it were only of yesterday. Time has only 
engraved, with a tool of adamant, the impression deeper 
and < leeper. There was the snug and pendulous abode of 
the little kitty-wren. It was beneath the brow of the 
burn, covered over from winds and rains by the incumbent 
1 ’ ' ! ■ h ; o id brushwood. It was a plum-pudding, with a hole 
made by your thumb on one side ; a stationary football, 
composed of all things soft and comfortable, covered on the 
outside with fog or moss, and in the inside lined with the 
down of feathers ; and there were from sixteen to twenty 
hide blue peas in it; and the little hen sat on them daily 
and opposed her little bill vigorously to my intrusive finger! 

e was not afraid— not she I she fought manfully, « pro 
an, et foots if not, as the Komans say, “mardbus pecli- 
usque , nor, as the savage Saxons say, “ tooth and nail ” 

L”v“_!t e „ s \ eph , erd , of EMrick sa ^ “ kMes -“ d aw 

, till she fought with the instruments with which 

and*, f “ d °' red . hcr . with ter bill and her little claws, 
and she fought it most rigorously. O Nature 1 thou art 

Id m«t 7 S d 17 ,° f Wisd ° m -* h °« “Aest the meekest 

Z ? Ae h “- i>oor *■** *—55 

er pittance fiom the doorway or dunghill, whom the verb 
. whelp which can bark and tumble over will scare into 

wing aud screech-put the hen on e.»s riveTr 1 

d 7» *»» d "6 »», iL, or £Z~Z 

mastiff, tl’ W n d8,1Ce ° D ‘ hS of 1 *■ 

chi14 „ The warri “ ** 

- bayoLrrd 

60 
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Her young ones are behind her, and she mil meet the 
armed monster, with foot, bill, wing, and with a fearful 
intonation of terrifying sounds. No Highland regiment, 
even at Prestonpans, ever set up a more alarming battle 
shout. She is never conquered— like Achilles, s e is 
“ invincible ; ” but so soon as her progeny need no more 
her care or her protection— so soon as they have been 
pecked into estrangement, and sent to scrape and provic e 
for themselves— she resumes all her mild an °” unm 
qualities — she is plain “ clmcky” again ! The linnet s nes 
is covered with scales of a silky whiteness-the fine tlun 
lamina which cover the bark of the oak, of that very i 
in the cleft of whose branches her nursery is xe • 
of this little nicely-proportioned cup, there are five beaut - 
fully-spotted eggs-a white ground with a grey -poOu » 
over the whole shell with a most charming g 
And there is a nest in that stonewall winch 
plantation— it is that of the stone-chatter y> t 

bird, lit companion for the yellow yeldnng, which ^concetds 

her treasure ’neath a tuft of grass on e e ’ . d te8ta . 

den under foot. They are both deserving ol & ^sta 

tion: tin’ one fin uunKing every j . . 

torih 1 sn: 

anil dialler, bet .hem perish m on. ij lay .« ^ 

be blown, and hung up as ornaments * to utom s 

1„„W of the household looking-glass, • 

by the stroke of an urchin previously blinded. 

<i F 0 r |, 0 no Vr would l»o true, nlw averred, 

Th at would rob a poor bird. 

, i in robbery of this kind, that I was 

? TC' w tottoMui 1 ofMttt? 

1,1 '' “ M : M „ n Alnsl p Mary I *ou 

denr cousin, M» > , I s j lliv0 been 

In'Iinliliilj kin.l, ,,.<-ru.l»l *, y<* "') 

numbered, and thou art K 4 >,lt „ 

u tin do uogftut l'odlro ipiDHpoiio i 
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and I, a lubber fiend in comparison with thy beauty and 
gentleness I, a personi I cation of cruelty and horror in 
comparison with thee — I am still alive, and thinking of 
thee— whilst thou art not even dust— 11 etiam periere mince? 
Forty-five years confound even dust, and reduce to a fear- 
ful nonentity all that smiled, and charmed, and inspired. 
But of this enough — this way madness lies. 

That was a terrible conflagration at Miramichi. I think 
I hear it crashing, thundering, crackling on; before it the 
wild beasts, the serpents, the cattle— man ! poor, houseless, 
helpless, smoke-enveloped, and perishing man. Tl, i, 
son why I can conceive so vividly of this awful and com- 
paratively recent visitation is this— I was accustomed to 
set muirburn” when a boy of nine or ten. The primeval 
heath of our mountains was strong, bushy ; and, when 
dry in spring, exceedingly inflammable. I was a mountain 
c lid ; for, on one side of my dwelling the heather withered 
and bloomed up to the door ; and when one thinks of the 
bonny blooming heather,” it is quite refreshing; it blooms 
when all things around it are withering, during the later 
months of harvest ; but then, oh, then, it puts on such a 

russet robe of beauty-a dark evening cloud tipped and 

Q e wi 1 red a mantle of black velvet spangled with 

gold ; and its fragrance is honey steeped in myrrh. Yet 

en Wlthered 111 March and April, it is an object of 
avm.on to the sheep farmer, who prefers green grass .nd 

entnceT. i .“ d he *— *» **■“«* boyhood “e 

swimthh f n ; 1116 « *>>« level muir 

cated tTth , *7 7 C 7 emy " * he iB ” ition o»”'mnni. 

wmd is np, and one oontinnous blaze is the alm«Ut 

above ! S r iU ““' ** 13 D ‘S ht > datk night— the clonds 
above catch and reflect the nncemin gleam. Ue httt! 
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fowl wing their terrified flight — through, above, and be- 
neath the rolling and outspreading smoke. The dame 
gathers into a point ; and, at the more advanced part of 
the curvature, the force and blaze is terrible. A thousand 
tongues of lire shoot up into the density, and mum mun is 
disappear. Who now so venturous as to dash headlong 
through the hottest flame, and to recover from beneath 
the choking night his former position? There goes a 
hat— a cap— a bonnet ! They have taken up their posi- 
tion in the pathway of the devouring flood of fire— and 
who so brave, so daring, as to extricate his own pi * ; 1 1> 
from instant destruction? Hurrah ! hurrah 1 from a score 


of throats, mixes with the thunder, the crackle, the roll- 
all is power, novelty, ecstasy, bare lieads and bare eet 
dance and show conspicuously upon the still smoking turf 
1 Lore an adder is seen writhing and twisting in the 
agonies of death. There a half-burned hat evinces the fun 
and the folly of its owner. But, oh, horrible 1 what is that 
on the edge of vision, in the dim and hazy distance ; it 
comes forward, bounding, turning, and bellowing, feartul 
and paralysing ; it is the bull himself escaped from his fold, 
and maddened by the smoke and blazing atmosphere. 
I-Ie comes down upon the charge, tail erect, and head 
down, tossing all that is Solid under his feet,, and looking 
through the scattered earth with eyes glaring as well as 

reflecting fire. Achillea, Heotor, Agamemnon, Wallace, 
Wellington, never entered a field oi battle with such a 
terrifio presence. He seems as if he had just ©soaped from 
a Roman or Spanish arena. He is desperately infuriated; 

, m d woe bo to him who shall be overtaken by this mus- 
rl ,l :ir tornado in his weakness and his leans 1 We are oil! 
ilijl in/ini 'is I We are nowhere to be found. One lias 

made for a distant wall surrounding the heather park, ana 

i„ in Hie act, of climbing it. The bull is in lull ^ cIihso, 
I with two short lull, powerful The fugilivu 
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has just laid hold of an upper stone to assist his ascent; 
but the faithless help has given way ; stone and he are 
lying alongside of the dyke. The bull is in full scent. 
The noise has directed him. He nears — he nears — he 
nears ! My God 1 the urchin’s life is not worth two 
minutes’ purchase. 

“ Now, do tliy speedy, Arnot Wul] — 

’Twill take it all to clear tlie bull 1 ” 

Bravo ! hie summit is gained ; the feet of the pursued are 
seen flying in mid air ; he has sprung from the summit 
at least twenty feet ; but the whole weight of the pursuing 
brute is upon the crazy structure; it gives way with a 
crash, and down rush stones over stones, and the poor 
maimed, bruised brute over all. What I Mr. Bull! are you 
satisfied? — why not continue the sport? But the game 
is up; Will has regained his mother’s dwelling, and now 

lives to record this wonderful, this all but miraculous 
escape. Catch me setting muirburn again ! 

I Avas very unwilling, at the age of nine, to be sent to 
school— I had formed for myself a home society rvith which 
I Avas perfectly satisfied ; but the decree had gone forth, 
and to school I must go, to learn Latin, conducted by a 
scholar of some standing. I had three miles to walk, but 
I Avould have Avislied diem ten. Shakspeare shows the 
characters with whom time gallops, and, amongst others, 
Avith a thief who is to be hanged on a certain day — he might 
have mentioned a schoolboy, with shiny morning fa°ce, 
going umvillingly to school. When I came Avitliin sight 
of the large, many- windowed building, my heart beat sorely 
alarm. All was new to me-the boys, the masters, the 
house, the grounds around it ; in fact, I was about to pass 
into a new state of being. I Avas bursting the shell, and com- 
ing forth into real life. Hitherto I had seen nobody but 
t le herd-callan, the Gibson family, my mother and her 
aunts. I was exceeding smart and mischievous, no doubt ; 
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but my sphere of operations was confined ; now it was about 
to be enlarged — I must face three hundred bo)^s and girls 
in the park or school play-ground of WallacehalL All 
eyes would be turned upon me ; my very dress would 
undergo a scrutiny ; nor would I easily escape the season- 
ing welcome, a hearty drubbing: all this I anticipated, and 
all this and more I soon experienced. When I set up my 
face in the play-ground about half-past eight (nine being 
the school hour), all was commotion. Alas! how many 
are now motionless who were then active — still) who were 
then vociferous — cold , whose hearts were then beating warm 
and buoyant I When the disk of my countenance appeared 
at the entrance into the park or play-ground, I was imme- 
diately smoked. One fellow came up with the most affected 
good-nature, and hoped my wither was with me. I would 
be in great danger, he said, without her. A second one 
bid me tie my shoe, and, whilst I was stooping, hauled me 
heels over head* I had not fairly recovered my natural 
position, when 1 was hit on the side of my head with a ball, 
till my eyes glanced fire; anon, the drive, the crowd, the 
scramble carried me along with it completely off my feet, 
I was pelted, bruised, buffeted, and even kicked. Human 
nature could stand it no longer — my spirit, even that of 

the Devil, was awakened within me — I struck out around 
me with all my might, and at random — somebody’s nose 
happened to come in the way of my knuckles, and it bled ; 
he struck back again, :md the blood sprang from my lips, 

A ring was formed —to it we went — I, running in upon 
him head and shoulders, “knees and elbows an’ n', M laid 
him Hat; unfair play was proclaimed — my antagonist was 

raised; but he was pale and breathless; lie said he was 
heartedy and had almost, tainted; so I got a cheap victory, 
and eternal glory I I took my jila.ee amongst the boys, 
unmolested and respected in future. 1 would twaddle 
through a pretty decent volume, about public and private 
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education, and everybody but my bookseller would think 
I was speaking sense; but I will spare my reader an<! my- 
self*, and only add, in one sentence, that a pul die seminary, 
well conducted, is the best of all schools for the world — -[(re- 
paration for the bufferings, kickings, and jostlings of life. 


TIIE SUICIDE’S GRAVE. 

The suicide's grave — where is it ? It is at the meeting or 
crossing of three public roads ; the body has been thrust 
down, under the darkness of night, into a co l Unless grave. 
The breast, formerly torn and lacerated by passions, has 
lately been mangled into horrid deformity by the pointed 
stake ; and the traveller, as he walks, rides, or drives along, 
regards the spot with an eye of suspicion, and blesses his 
stars that he is a living man. i he suicide's grav — where 
is it? On the bare and cold top of that 1 mountain which 
divides Lanark from Dumfriesshire. There you may see 
congregated the lioody craw, aud the grey gled, and the 
eagle — but they are not congregated in peace and in friend- 
ship; they are fearful rivals, and terrible notes do they 
utter as they contend over the body of her who was fair, 
and innocent, and happy* Alas, for Alice Lorimer ! Her 
story is a sad one, and it would require the pen of a Sterne 
or a Wilson to do it justice. But the circumstances are of 
themselves so full of mournful interest, that, even though 
stated in the most simple language, they cannot fail, I 
should think, to interest — nay, I will say it at once, to 
excite sympathy and pity; for why should we not pity 
the unhap. y and unfortunate ? They are pitied in poverty, 
in o bscurity, in sickness, in death. Why should not we 
even pity the guilty and abandoned ? They are pitied in 
prison, on the day of trial, and, most of all, in the hour of 


88 


TALES OF THE BORDERS. 


execution. There — even there — on that platform, the 
murderer himself obtains that sympathy which we refuse 
to the suicide. He who has only ruined, destroyed him- 
self, is held in greater abhorrence than the man who has 
ruined innocence, and even murdered the unhappy mother 
and unborn babe. Away with such unjust and ungenerous 
distinctions ! Away, and to the highway and to the moun- 
tain top, and to the raven, and the falcon, and the eagle, 
with the seducer and the murderer ; and let the poor 
suicide’s grave, in future, be in consecrated ground, where 
remembrance may soon overlook his woes and his very 
existence. Let him sleep unknowing and unknown in the 
churchyard of his fathers. Alice Lorimer, I myself knew 
— I was intimately acquainted with her— I was a com- 
panion and a favourite. In frosty weather we have fre- 
quented the same slides, and, when Alice was in danger 
of falling, I have caught her in my arms ; we have 
hopped together for hours, playing at beds, and I even 
made Alice privy to all my birds' nests. Hers was indeed 
a playful, but a gentle nature. Her heart was light, her 
voice clear and cheerful, and her whole affections were 

en crossed by an only surviving parent, a widowed father. 

Alice was his first-boni and his last. Her mother had 
aiven her life at the expense of her own ; and her father, 
a shoemaker in the village of Croalchapel, devoted his 
whole spare time to the education of Alice. ' diten have I 
seen him, with the shoe on the last, and the elshun in his 
hand, pursuing his daily labours ; but listening attentivelyall 
the while to Aly’s readings. It was thusthe child was taught 
to read the Bible, to say her prayers, and ultimately to 
make her father’s dinner and her own. Their cottage stood 
at what was termed the '"head oi the town,’ on a sunny 
eminence looking to the "west 5 behind it were the shade 
and the shelter of many trees, of the widespread oak, the tall 
ash, and the sweetly-scented birch. On Sabbath afternoons. 
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John Lorimer might be seen with his beloved child, clean 
and neatly dressed, ascending to the top of the Bormoors 
braes; and, from the green summit of the eminence, looking 
abroad over a landscape, certainly not surpassed by any 
which has yet come under the writer’s observation. On his 
one hand lay the worn and silver-clasped Bible, from which 
portions of the gospels were occasionally read, and on the 
01 her reposed Poodle, a little wire-haired dog of uncommon 
natural parts, which had been greatly improved by education. 
Poodle could bark, and do all manner of things. His eyes 
would “ glisten in friendship, or beam in reply.” His nose 
was a platform, from which many little pieces of bread had 
- tossed up into the air, and afterwards snapped. He 
was all obedience to little Alice in particular; and, at her 
bidding, would do anything but swim-— he had, somehow 
or other, contracted an aversion for the water, probably 
referable to some mischievous boys having one day thrown 
him into Closeburn Loch. 

Alice and I went to school together. Her father’s cot- 
tage lay directly in my way, and I called daily for the 
sweet girl. The other boys laughed at me, and made a 
fool of me, and asked me if I had seen Alice this morning. 
I could not stand this ; for I reverenced the little innocent 
b — so I : it the Mr. Impertinence a blow in the stomach, 
which sent him reeling over several benches. I was no 1 1 ore 
taunted about Alice Lorimer. There were a number of 
older and less feminine girls at the school at this time. At 
play-hours these congregated by themselves behind the 
school, whilst the boys occupied the play-ground in front. 
Alice was one day severely handled by a neighbour’s 
daughter, who had fixed a quarrel on her, and then beat 
her severely, calling her all manner of names, and, amongst 
others, honouring her with my own. I found the poor 
child for I was a few years older-in tears, as we met in 

fi| e R a |i e M° 0<J ° n ° Ur Way home - rt was with difficulty 
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that I cl i c w, bit by bit, the whole truth from her; and I 
resolved to punisli, in one way or other, the rude and ill- 
hearted aggressor in this matter. I could not think of 
punishing her myself; but I got Jean Watson, the servant* 
maid of the factors clerk — a kind of haverel, who some- 
times threw me an apple over the hedge in passing — I got 
her to catch the culprit after dark, and to chastise her in 
In 1 own waj . I kni'W <>t. how it was effected, but it pro- 
duced loud screams, and much merriment to me : for I was 

* F 

lying all the while perdu on the other side of the hedge. 
Tibby Murdoch was a. most revengeful person — quite the 
antipodes to sweet Alice Lorimer. She was the daughter 
of a quarry man, who had come, only a few years before, to 
reside in the p ace, and work at the Laird of Closeb urn's 
lime-works. How difficult it is for poor blind mortals to 
see the consequences of their actions 1 Had I then fully 
perceived what this act of retaliation was to lead to — what 


dismal consequences were to follow— I would rather have 
sunk at once into perdition than have boon concerned 
in the affair. Tibby Murdoch's father was a brutal and a 
passionate man ; and, understanding from his daughter how 
matters slood, and that poor Alice Lorimer had been the 
cause of his daughter’s disaster, he left his work at mid- 
day, and, taking a horse-whip in his hand, entered the 
I u m 1 1 n : 1 1 v * i . shop, and not (hiding Alice, without more 
ado, lie proceeded to apply it to John Lorimer's shoulders, 
.lolm Lorimer was a little, bill a strong and well-made man, 

and, though tin- oilier was tall, hull-headed, and extremely 
athletic, John immediately threw aside his instruments of 
labour, which he felt it was dangerous to use on the occa- 
sion, and closed at once* with the enemy. The si niggle 
wa even* ; lmt John Lorimer, havin ' got a hold of Mur- 
doch about the middle, fairly lifted him 1*11’ his feet, and 
dashed him down on the floor. 


urdooh’s strength, how- 
ever, was superior t0‘ Johns; and ho Contrived to roll over 
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upon his enemy, and at last to thrust his head immediately 
under a grate, which stood in a corner of the shop, con- 
taining live coals tor melting some rosin which was about 
to be used. The crucible, with the melted and boiling 
rosin was upturned ; and, un fortunately, the whole con ents 
were spread over John Lorimer’s face. He was dreadfully 
burned ; but, what was worst of all, he lost the sight of 
one eye by the accident, and was very materially injured 
in the other. On an investigation by the proper authori- 
ties, Murdoch was convicted of the assault, and imprisoned 
for twelve calendar months. During his imprisonment, 
revenge upon poor Lorimer was his constant theme ; and, 
when the time expired, he removed to the parish of Keir, 
and found employment in a lime-work belonging to I >r. 
Hunter of Barjarg. He was still, unfortunately, within an 
hour's walk of Croalchapel, and lay, like a cat in a corner, 
watching his prey. In the meantime, John Lorimer, 
though greatly deformed in his countenance, recovered the 
use of one eye, and pursued his quiet and useful labour 
as formerly. As his daughter Alice advanced in years, she 
grew in loveliness and virtue. At twelve years of age she 
became her father's housekeeper; and conducted herself in 
that capacity with surprising sense and prudence. It was 
at this time that I left school for college ; and I spent the 
last night with Alice Lorimer. I was then a lad of sixteen, 
and she, as I have said, was twelve. What had I to do 
in the Castle-wood, by moonlight, and late after her father 
had gone to rest, with Alice Lorimer 1 Gentle reader, 
have a little patience, and exercise a little Christian cha- 
rity, and, upon my honour, I will tell you all ! But, in 
the first place, I must know your sex, and whether or not 
you have ever been sixteen years old. If your sex cor- 
responds with my own, and your information on the other 
subject is equal to my own, then you will understand the 
thing completely. I was then as innocent as it is possible 
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for a youth of sixteen to be ; nay, I was absolutely shy 
and bashful to a great degree, and would have shrunk from 
any advances, even to innocent familiarity, with the other 
sex. But I was not in love with Alice Lorimer. True, she 
preferred my company to that of any other person, save 
her dearly-beloved father ; true, she sat on my knee, ns 
she did on that of her parent, unconscious of any different 
feeling in the two positions ; but we never talked of love ; 
I would as soon have thought of talking of our being king 
and queen ; and as to Alice, her friendship for me was as 
pure as the love of angels. She could not think of part- 
ing with me— of perhaps (and she burst into tears) never 
seeing me again. I must write to her— and I must come 
back and see her, and talk funnily to her father, who liked 
a joke and 1 must — I forget how many “musts” there 
were; but they lasted till half-past one o’clock. 1 
with her at her father’s door. T never saw her again 1 
_ 1 was coming down Enterkin late in a fine moonlight 
night in the spring of 180G. I was on my way to join a 
fimiily ill Galloway, where I long acted in the capacity of 
fnlor. I had then nllnincd my twenty-first year* and I 
ohanoed to be calculating— as ] expected seeing Alice Lori- 
mer on the followin ' <l:iy — what her age must be. Let me 
see, s.'iid I, .so audibly I hat I started at my own Utterance, 
ns did a. little puny I rode; and what followed was the .sum 
of my reflections. I calculated, by the common ruloofpm- 
poi lion, that if Alice was twelve when I was sixteen, she 
would be seventeen now that I was twenty-one. Seven- 
) w " 1 1 Ti'pealed, just seventeen I— and I urged on the pony 
iiislim. lively, .as il liaslenmg towards ('roalolinpel. I nil 1 

had been flveyearaat Edinburgh atOollege. What a change 

had come over Hie spirit of my dreams (hiring that period! 

I had had to contend with forlune m many ways; had 
been often disappointed, and sometimes driven almost lo 
despair; again I had prospered, got into lucrative employ- 
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meiit, become a member of speaking societies, distinguished 
myself by talking sense and nonsense right and left. I 
had spent many merry evenings in Johnie Dowie’s ; and 
had seen Lady Charlotte Cam: bell and Tom Sheridan in a 
box at the theatre. In fact, I was not now the same being I 
was when I left for College ; and I felt that, however fair 
and faultless Alice Lorimer might be, she could never be 
mine — I could never be hers; our fortunes were separated 
by a barrier which, when I went to College, I did not 
clearly perceive. In fact, my ambition now taught me to 
aim at the bar or the church ; and I knew that, for years 
to come, I must be contented with a single life, which, in 
Edinburgh in particular, I had learned to endure without 
murmuring. Yet I thought of poor Alice with most 
kindly feelings, and had some secret doubts upon the 
propriety of exposing myself in her presence to a revival 
of old times and former feelings. In this tone of mind I 
was jogging on, with half a bottle of Mrs. Otto’s (of Lead- 
hills) best port wine under my belt, and endeavouring to 
collect some rhymes to the word Lorimer ; but either the 
muse was unpropitious, or the word, like that mentioned 
m Horace, refused to stand in verse ; it so happened that 
I had given up the effort, and was about to dismiss, the 
subject altogether, when I discovered, near the bottom of 
the pass, a number of figures advancing upon me in an 
opposite direction. As they came up the pass, under a 
meridian moon, I could discover that they carried some- 
thing on a barrow, which, 0 n nearer inspection, I found to 
be a coffin. I drew my pony to the side of the roa< : . lifted 

my lat reverentially, and the party, consisting of upwards 
of twenty passed m solemn silence. The incident was a 
little startling, and somewhat unnatural, not to say super- 
human ; for why were these people carrying a coffin up 
ie long and narrow pass which separates Lanark from 
Dumfriesshire, so late at night, and in such mysterious 
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le ice? A thought struck me, which contributed not a 
little to ease my mind in regard to supernaturals ; were 
1 M|, y a company of smugglers from Bowness, taking this 
method of carrying forward their untaxed goods to Lanark 
and Glasgow ? Humiliating on this subject, and laughing 
inwardly at my own ingenuity and discernment, I arrived 
a last at Thornhill, where I remained for the night. Next 
morning I reached Croal chapel, on my way to my birth- 
place. I went up to that very door at which I had parted 
with Alice, some five years befoi'e, and endeavoured to 
open, it; but it was shut and locked. 1 looked in at the 


end-window, above the fire-place; but there was neither 
lire nor inhabitant — all was silence. My heart sank within 
me ; and a neighbour, who saw my ignorance and mistake, 
advertised me that both parent and child were no more; 
and that Alice Lorimer was buried ! — here lie hesitated, 
and seemed to retract the expression — “at least, 1 * said lie, 
“ committed to the earth last night I” 

“Was she not buried by her father in the burial-ground 
of Hie Lorimers of Closeburn? 1 ’ said 1, hastily, and in an 
auilal ed tone. The man looked me in the face attentively, 
and, probably then for the first time recognising me, waved 

his hand, burst into tears, and left me. 1 hastened to the 
home of my fathers, half distracted. My mother still lived 

and enjoyed good health from her 1 learned the following 

particulars. 

»Ioh 1 1 Lorimer’s sight, she said, served him for a time, 
during which he wrought as usual, and his daughter grew 
to he a tall and handsome woman; but at last it began to 
fail, and he would put the clsltun into a wrong place, or 
thrUSt it into his hand. Alice perceived this, and was most 
anxious to provide for her father under this irremediable 
calamity. She look in linen ami bleached it oil the bonny 
knowe Among llmgowans; she spun yarn, and sold it at 
Thornhill lairs; in sin’ll, she did all she could to support 
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herself and her lather in an honest and honourable way. 
But it was a severe struggle to make ends meet. In the 
meantime she had several offers of marriage ; but refused 
them all, as she could not think of leaving her poor blind 
parent alone and helpless, and none of her lovers were 
rich enough to present a home to a supernumerary inmate. 
One evening, whilst, after a severe day’s labour, she was 
sitting with old Poodle (her constant companion, but now 
likewise blind) by the fire, Mr. John Murdoch made his 
appearance. Her father had gone early to bed in the shop 
end of the house, and did not know of the man’s visit. He 
came, he said, as a repentant sinner to relieve her neces- 
sities. He had occasioned her father's blindness, and he 
Was glad to be made the instrument of bringing some 
pecuniary relief. Thus saying, he put into her hands a 
live-pound note, and, without waiting for a reply, took his 
departure. This startled poor Alice not a little ; she looked 
at the money, then thought of the man, and again listened 
to see if her father was sleeping— at last, she put it into 
her chest, determined not to make use of it unless in case 
of necessity. The factor, who had hitherto been lenient, 
became urgent for the rent. There were two years due, 
and the five-pound note exactly covered the debt; away 
therefore it went into the factor’s hands, and poor Alice 
returned thanks on her knees to Heaven, that had sent 

her the means of keeping from her father the knowledge 
of their situation. 

In a few days Murdoch found her at the washing-green, 
and entered more particularly into the history of the 
money. He said it had been sent by one who Ld seen 
and admired her. He was on a visit at Barjarg, the pro- 
prietor being his uncle. 1 le was the son and heir of a 
very rich man, not expected to live many months. He 
was determined to please himself in marrying, having ob- 
served great misery arise from adopting a contrary plan ; 
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and lie wished, in fine, to cultivate a further acquaintance 
with Alice, to whom he had sent another five-pound note 
in the meantime. In short, after exhibiting great reluc- 
tance to agree to a secret interview, and after having again 
and again tried to get words to communicate the whole 
matter to her father, a young gentleman of gaudy and 
genteel appearance made his way out of the adjoining wood, 
and was introduced by Murdoch as young Johnstone of 
Westerhall. I ew words passed — poor Alice was quite non- 
plussed — she felt that she was not equal to this awful trial, 
and yet there was something fearfully pleasant in it. A 
young man, handsome and rich — her father blind and help- 
less — her hand quite at her own disposal— and indepen- 
dence and comfort brought to the good man’s house for 
lile. Her lover, however, did not press the thing farther 
that time; he took his departure along with Murdoch, and 
Alice was a second time left to her own reflections. These, 
however, soon informed her that she was on the brink of 
p'Tilil ion. She ran at once to her father, and, in a par- 


oxysm of feeling, informed him of all I hat had passed. _ 

reproved her, but gently, for her having devoted t lie money 
to the purpose which she mentioned ; informed her that lie 
was richer than she supposed, for lie had just five pounds 
wliivh her sainted mother had put into his hand on the 

marriage day ; and that he was keeping, and had kept it 
snored against the expenses of his funeral, lie would now 
\\ illingly give it to reoovertheir house, and to free her from 
all temptation to sin. Alice wept; l»ui she felt comforted 

in the assurance that, by repaying I lie money, and break- 
ing oil’ all connection with Murdoch and Johnstone, she 
Was doing I hr right and I he safe t hing;. Accordingly, she 

went i" bed with a satisfied mind, determined next day to 

lind OUt Murdoch’s d welling-, and have every thing settled to 
her father’s advice and he;i own wish. She dressed herself 

in her best ; and sot out, soon alter breakfast, for Bflrjarg 


the suicide’s gkave. 


97 


Castle, never to see her father again. She was betrayed by 
the revengeful Murdoch to a dissipated, a heartless de- 
bauchee; was carried by force betwixt Murdoch and him 
in a chaise to Dumfiies ; was lodged by Johnstone in con- 
venient quarters. Every art was used to reconcile her to 
ier situation : but all in vain; she stood her trials nobly 
ctecte the old game of a private marriage ; and after- 
wards refused to be united to Johnstone on any terms 
whatever But in the meantime, poor John Lorimer missed 
us daughter, and immediately guessed the cause of it 
Tibby Murdoch took care to inform him, for his comfort,' 
a Ahce had run away with the young Laird of West- 
ern and, giggling and laughing all the while, that they 

Th^blhad^ COmfortabl y and lo ™gly in Dumfries. 

I he blind man knew this to be all a lie, but he knew 

enough to hll him ; he knew that hie daughter was young 

! d . beautiful-that a villain had been endeavouring to 

inveigle her— that a still greater villain, Murdoch had 

betrayed her and that, in a word, she was now a Z dis 

lonoured woman. He knew, or thought he knew all this 

and was found dead next morning in his bed. The doc’ 

tors sard he died of apoplexy I If it was, it was a n.enW 

apop exy. 1 wed with fruitless efforts to gain his purpose 

Z I 1 ' 6 ' » * * -s deJ:,I 

evidently wnttaa by Alice. She expressed ij deterZa 

w“ld aid hltr H ““I iM ° » t»«mr 

a.. .', r “° P f t "T” ' VOUld fcrgive her ' 11 ™s her 
funeral L met at Enterkm Hers was 

“The poor suicide’s grave.” 
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THE SALMON -FIS HER O l ’DOLL. 


In the autumn of 1759, the Bay of Udoll, an arm of the 
sea which intersects the southern shore of the Frith of 
Cromarty, was occupied by two large salmon wears, the 
property of one Allan Thomson, a native of the province 
of Moray, who had settled in this part ot the country a 
few months before. He was a thin, athletic, raw-boned 
man, of about five feet ten, well nigh in his thirtieth year, 
but apparently younger ; erect and clean-limbed, with a 
set of handsome features, bright intelligent eyes, and a 
profusion of dark-brown hair, curling round an ample ex- 
panse of forehead. For the first twenty years of Ins life, 
he had lived about a farm-house, tending cattle when a 
boy, and guiding the plough when he Had grown up ; he 
then travelled into England, where he wrought about seven 
years as a common labourer. A novelist would scarcely 
make choice of such a person for the hero of a tale; but 
men are to be estimated rather by the size and colour of 
their minds, than the complexion of their circumstances; 
ami this ploughman and labourer of the north was by no 
means a very common man. For t he latter half of his life, 
he had pursued, in all his undertakings, one main design. 
He saw his brother rustics tied down by circumstance— 
•that destiny of vulgar minds— to a youth of toil and depen- 
dence, and an old age of destitution and wretchedness; 
and, with a force of character which, had he been placed 
at his outset, on what may be termed the table land offor- 
tn.m, would have raised him to her higher pinnacles, he 
persisted in adding shilling to shilling and pound to pound. 
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not in the sordid spirit of the miser, but in the hope that 
his lit tie hoard might yet serve him as a kind of stepping-stone 
in rising to a more comfortable place in society. Nor were 
his desires fixed very high; for, convinced that indepen- 
dence and the happiness which springs from situation in 
life lie within the reach of the frugal farmer of sixty or 
eighty acres, he moulded his ambition on the conviction ; 
and scarcely oolced beyond the period at which he an- 
ticipated uis savings would enable him to take lis place 
among the humbler tenantry of the country. 

( )m ' dii!s and estuaries at this period abounded with 
salmon one oi the earliest exports of the kingdom ; but 
from the :.ow state into which commerce had sunk in the 
northern districts, and the irregularity of the communica- 
tion kept up between them and the sister kingdom, by far 
- tV;| di' | 'art caugh on our shores were consumed by 
the inhabitants. And so little were they deemed a luxury, 
that it was by no means uncommon, it is said, for servants 
to stipulate with their masters that they should not have 
to diet on salmon oftener than thrice a-week. Thomson, 
however, had seen quite enough, when in England, to con- 
vince him, that, meanly as they were esteemed by Ids 
countryfolks, they might be rendered the staple of a profit 
able trade ; and, removing to the vicinity of Cromarty, for 
the facilities it afforded in trading to the capital, he launched 
boldly into the speculation. He erected his two wears 
with his own hands ; 1 uilt himself a cottage of sods on the 
gorge of a little ravine, sprinkled over with bushes of alder 
and hazel; entered into correspondence with a London 
merchant, whom he engaged as his agent ; and began to 
export his fish by wo large sloops, which plied, at this 
period, between tl e neighbouring port and the capital His 
fishings were abundant, and his agent an honest one ; and 

he soon began to realize the sums he had expended in 
establishing himself in the trade 
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Could any one anticipate that a story of fondly-cherished, 
but hapless attachment— of one heart blighted for ever, and 
another fatally broken— was to follow such an introt uc- 

tion? • . , , 

The first season of Thomson’s speculation had ccme o a 

close ; winter set in ; and, with scarcely a single acquaint- 
ance among the people in the neighbourhood, and 1 u 1 1 ■ ' 
employ him, he had to draw lor amusement on his own re- 
sources alone. He had formed, when a boy, a taste for 
reading ; and might now be found in the long evenings, 
hanging over a book, beside the fire; by day, lie went saun- 
tering among the fields, calculating on the advantages o 
every agricultural improvement ; or attended the fairs and 
trysts of the country, to speculate on the profits of the 
drover and cattle-feeder, and make himself acquainted with 

all the little mysteries of bargain-making. 

There holds, early in November, a famous cattle market 

in the ancient barony of Ferntosh ; and Thomson had sec 
out to attend it. The morning was clear and frosty, and 
he felt, buoyant of heart and limb, as passing wes wa 

shore, he «. ‘he huge Beu-Ne™ towering 

darker I mm- Mil, *«"' “ , " lv; '" c ' T ” 

turned aside, from time to time, to explore some ancient 
burying ground or Danish encampment. I hew » ^ 
tract of country of equal extent m the tbieo , ; d , 

wt ere antiquities of this olass he thicker than ... t ... 

hem strip of the parish of Resolis which bounds on the 

. | rpi , l.i |lt> of Craig House, a vcnei- 
( '.roinarly I< nth. I ho old < •' tic < ■ h , , 

able, time-flhattered building, det ; 1 ‘ ' 

ta, for 1 he was only reminded of 'th. •“ 

of hto ney, when, on surrepng " 

lurton, ho mm mo- r"»r *• •» 

I morning, hud been moll mg i 

I',,.,.,:, ho took lending to the fair, w«e all go> 

0 f 9 -, K l,i far m the eye could read '■ 
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figure was to be seen. The whole population of the country 
seemed to have gone to the fair. He quitted the ruins, 
and, after walking smartly over the heathy ridge to the 
west, and through the long birch-wood of Kinbeakie, he 

reached about mid-day the little straggling village at which 
the market holds. 


Thomson had never before attended a thoroughly High- 
land market; anc the scene now presented was wholly 
new to him. The area it occupied was an irregular open- 
ing in the middle of the village, broken by ruts, and dung- 
lulls, and heaps of stone. In front of the little turf-liouses 
on ei her side, there was arow ofbooths, constructed mostly 
of poles and blankets, in which much whisky, and a few 
of the simpler articles of foreign merchandise, were sold 
In the middle of the open space, there werL carts and 
benches, laden with the rude manufactures of the country 
—Highland brogues and blankets ; bowls and platters of 
beech ; a species of horse and cattle harness, formed of the 
twisted twigs of birch ; bundles of split fir, for lath and 
torches ; and hair tackle and nets, for fishermen. Nearly 
seven thousand persons, male and female, thronged the area 
bustling and busy, and in continual motion, like the tides 
and eddies of two rivers at their confluence. There were 
countrywomen, with their shaggy little horses, laden with 
1 1 ' ' • ' butter ; Highlanders from the far hills, with 

, ° YeS . °f, sheep and cattle ? shoemakers and weavers, from 
the neighbouring villages, with bales of webs and wallets 

o i s oes; farmers and fishermen, engaged as it chanced in 

ying or selling ; bevies of bonny lasses, attired in their 

meChaQicS 5 dr0Vers > Etchers, and 
herd-boys. Whisky flowed abundantly, whether bargain- 

makers bought or sold, or friends met or parted ; and as 
e ay wore later, the confusion and bustle of the crowd 

“creased A Highland tryst, even in the present ag^ 7Zy 

passes without witnessing a fray ; and the Highlanders 3 , 
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seventy years ago, were of more combative dispositions than 
they are now ; but Thomson, who had neither friend nor 
enemy among the thousands around him, neither quarreled 
himself, nor interfered in the quarrels of others. He merely 
stood and ooked on, as a European would among the frays 
of one of the great fairs of Bagdad or Astracan. 

I I e was passing through the crowd, towards evening, in 
front of one of the dingier cottages, when a sudden burst 
of oaths and exclamations rose from within, and the inmates 
came pouring out pell-mell at the door, to throttle and 
pummel one another, in inextricable confusion, A grey 
headed old man, of great apparent strength, who seemed by 
far the most formidable of the combatants, was engaged in 
desperate battle with two young fellows from the remote 
Highlands, while all the others were matched man toman. 
Thomson, whose residence in England had taught him 
very different notions of fair play tod the ring, was on the 
eve of forgetting his caution and interfering ; but the inter- 
ference proved unnecessary. Ere he had stepped up to 
the combatants, the old man, with a vigour little lessened 
by age, had shaken off both his opponents; and, though 
they stood glaring at him like tiger cats, neither of them 
seemed in the least inclined to renew the attack. 


“Twa mean pitiful kerns,” exclaimed the old man, “to 

tak odds against ane auld enough to be their faither l an 

that, too, after burning my loot wi’ the het aim I But 1 hae 
noited their twa heads thegithor! Sic a trick ! — to bid me 

stir up llir (in*, alter they had heated the wrung end o’ the 
poker! Dell but 1 luma guid mind to gie them baitli mair 
0*t yet I” 

Kre he could make good his threat, how ever, his daughter, 

a delicate-looking girl of nineteen, came rushing up to him 

through the crowd. “Father !” she exclaimed, “dearest 
father! lot us away. For my sake, if not your own, let 
those wild men alone; they always carry knives; and, 
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besides, you will bring all of their clan upon you that are at 
the tryst, and you will be murdered.” 

<( “ No nmc,de dan ger frae that, Lillias,’’ said the old man. 
I hae little fear frae ony ane o’ them ; an’ if they come by 

twasome, I hae my friends here to. The ill-deedy wratches 

to blister a’ my loof wi’ the poker ! But come awa, lassie ,’ 
your advice is, I daresay, best after a’.” 

The old man quitted the place with his daughter ; and, 
tor the time, Thomson saw no more of him. As the nisrht 
approached, the Highlanders became more noisy and tur- 
butet, the/ tank, disputed, and drove fheir verv 
bargains at the dirk’s point; and, as the salmon-fisher 
passed through the village for the last time, he could see 
t ie waving of bludgeons, and hear the formidable war-cry 
of one of the clans, with the equally formidable, “ Hilloa ! 
e p for Cromarty I” echoing on every side of him. He 

result -^and VI ^ ^ h ° WeVer ’ Without waitin g the 
Udoll, daylight had departed, and the moon at full had 
hill ofNigg 11 hUgG m thC fr ° Sty atmospIiere > over the bleak 

He had reached the burn of Newliall— a small stream 
which after winding for several miles between its doubTe 
row o alders, and its thickets of gorse and hazel, falls into 

4~ S „r°” g ae taheS - TW - Plal ta 

jea”1^wL »”■> its character seven./ 

y ago was even worse than it is at present WitJ 

iZiSZT nt have bem Md on its banfa . 

dead lights have been seen hovering over its deener nonl* 

whencToTsinffft i^th^^ f ^ fowlin g-P ieces with silver 

wnen crossing it m the night-time ; and I remember an old 
ian w io never approached it after dark without fixing a 


104 


TALES OF THE BORDERS. 


bayonet on the head ok his staff. Thomson, however, was 
but little influenced by the beliefs of the period; and he was 
passing under the shadow of t lie alders, with more of this 
world than of the other in his thoughts, when the silence 
was suddenly broken by a burst of threats and exclama- 
tions, as if several men had fallen a-fighting, scarcely fifty 
yards away, without any preliminary quarrel ; and, with 
the gruffer noises, there mingled the shrieks and entreaties 
of a female. Thomson grasped his stick and sprang forward. 
He reached an opening among the bushes, and saw in the 
imp< i feet light the old robust Lowlander of the previous fray 
attacked by two men armed with bludgeons, and defending 
himself manfully with his staff. The old man’s daughter, 
who had clung round tin* knees of one of the ruffians, was 
already thrown to the ground and trampled under foot. 
An exclamation of wrath and horror burst from the high* 
spirited fisherman, as, rushing upon the fellow like a tiger 

from its jungle, lie caught the stroke aimed at him on his 
stick, and with a sidelong blow on the temple, felled him 
to the ground. At the instant 1st' fell, a gigantic High- 
lander leaped from among the hushes, and raising his 
huge arm, di charged a tremendous blow at the head of the 
fisherman, who, though taken unawares and at a disad- 
vantage, succeeded, notwithstanding, in t ra ns I erring it to his 

h fl shoulder, whore it fell broken and weak. A desperate 

hut In ii I combat ensued. The ferocity and ponderous 
Strength ofthcCelt, found their more than match in the 
cool, vigilant skill, and leopard iike agility of the Lowland 

Scot | for the latter, after discharging a storm of blows 

on the head, face, and shoulders of the giant, until he stag* 

gored, at length struck His bludgeon out oi his hand, and 

prostrated his whole huge length by dashing his stick end- 
long ng.dnst his limed. At nearly the sumo moment the 

burly old limner, who had grappled with his antagonist, had 
succeeded in flinging him, StUHUed and senseless, against the 
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gnarle l root of an alder ; and the three ruffians — for the 


first had not yet recovered — lay stretched on the grass. 

Ere they could secure them, however, a shrill whistle was 

heard echoing from among the alders, scarcely a hundred 

yards away. “We had better get home , 15 said Thomson 

to the old man, “ ere these fellows are reinforced by their 

brother ruffians in the wood.” And, supporting the maiden 

with his one hand, and grasping his stick with the other, 

he plunged among the bushes in the direction of the path, 

and, gaining it, passed onward, lightly and hurriedly, with 

his charge ; the old man followed more heavily behind ; 

and, in somewhat less than an hour after, they were all 

seated beside the heart, of the latter, in the farm-house of 
Meikle Earness. 

It is now more than forty years since the last stone of 
the very foundation has disappeared ; but the little grassy 
eminence on which the house stood may still be seen. 
There is a deep-wooded ravine behind, which, after winding 
thiough the table-land of the parish, like a huge crooked 
furrow the bed evidently of some antediluvian stream — 


opens far below to the sea; an undulating tract of field and 
moor— with here and there a thicket of bushes, and here 
and there a heap of stone — spreads in front. When I last 
looked on the scene, W in the evening of a pleasant da y 
m June. One half the eminence was bathed in the red 
light of the setting sun — the other lay brown and dark in 
the shadow . A flock of sheep were scattered over the 
sunny side ; the herd-boy sat on the top, solacing his leisure 
with a music famous in the pastoral history of Scotland, 
but now well-nigh exploded— that of the stock and horn ■ 
and the air seemed filled with its echoes. I stood picturing 
to myself the appearance of the place, ere all the inmates of 
ts evening, young and old, had gone to the churchyard, 
and left no successors behind them ; and as I sighed over 
the vanity of human hopes, I could almost fancy I saw an 
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apparition of the cottage rising on the knoll. I could see 
the dai’k turf walls ; the little square windows, barred be- 
low and glazed above ; the straw roof, embossed with moss 
and stone-crop ; and, high overhead, the row of venerable 
elms, with their gnarled trunks and twisted branches that 
rose out of the garden wall. Fancy gives an interest to all 
her pictures — yes, even when the subject is but a humble 
cottage ; and when we think of human enjoyment — of the 
pride of strength and the light of beauty — in connection with 
a few mouldering and nameless bones hidden deep from the 
sun, there is a sad poetry in the contrast which rarely fails 
to affect the heart. It is now two thousand years since 
Horace sung of the security of the lowly, and the unlluctu- 
at ing nature of their enjoyments; and every year of the 
i vo thousand has been adding proof to proof that the poet, 
when he chose his theme, must have thrown aside his phi- 
losophy. But i he inmates of the farm-house thought little 
this rvenii "f coming mislbrtum — nor would it have been 
Well if limy had; their sorrow was neither heightened nor 
hastened by their joy. 

Old William StOWOTt, the farmer, was one of a class well- 
ing 1 1 worn out in I lie southern Lowlands, even at this period; 
but which still comprised in tin* northern districts no ill- 

considerable portion of the people; and which must always 

( btain in countries only partially civilized and little amen 
able to the laws. Man is a lighting animal from very 
instinct; and Ids Second nature, custom, mightily improves 
the propensity. A person naturally courageous, who has 
r 1 1 ■ 1 1 ndrd himself successfully in half a-dozen different frays, 
will, very probably, begin the seventh himself; and (hero 
are few who have fought, often and well lor safety and (he 
right, who have not at length learned to love lighting for 
its own sake. The old tanner had been a man of war from 
liis youth, lie had fought at fairs, and trysts, and wed 
dkgS, and funerals, and, without one ill nalured or malig- 
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nant element in his composition, had broken more heads 
than any two men in the country side. His late quarrel 
at the tryst, and the much more serious affair among the 
bushes, had arisen out of this disposition ; for, though well- 
nigh in his sixtieth year, he was still as warlike in his 
habits as ever. Thomson sat fronting him beside the fire, 
admiring his muscular frame, huge limbs, and immense 
structure of bone. Age had grizzled his hair and furrowed 
his cheeks and forehead ; but all the great strength, and 
well-nigh all the activity of his youth, it had left him still. 
His wife, a sharp-featured, little woman, seemed little in- 
terested in either the details of his adventure or his guest, 
whom l e described as the “brave, hardy chield, wha had 
beaten twasome at the cudgel — the vera little st o’ them as 
big as himsel.” 

“ Ocl , guidman,” was her concluding remark, “ ye aye 
stick ;:o the auld trade, bad though it be ; an’ I’m feared 
that, or ye mend, ye maun be aulder yet. I’m sure ye 
ne’er made your ain money o’t.” 

u hane o’ yer nonsense,” rejoined the farmer — “ bring 
butt the bottle an 1 your best cheese.” 

“The guidwife an’ I dinna aye agree,” continued the 
old man, turning to Thomson. She’s baith near-gaun an’ 
new-fangled 5 an I like aye to hae routh o’ a’ things, an’ to 
live just as my faithers did afore me. Why sould I bother 
my head wi vuprovid?u 67 its } as they ca’ them ? The country’s 
gane clean gite wi pride, Thomson. Naething less sairs 
folk noo, forsooth, than carts wi’ wheels to them ; an’ it’s 
no a fortnight syne sin’ little Sandy Martin, the trifling 
cat, jeered me for yoking my owsen to the plough by the 
tail. What ither did they get tails for?” 

Thomson had not sulliciently studied the grand argument 
of design in this special instance, to hazard a re] v 

“The times hae gane clean oot o’ joint,” continued the 
old man, “The law has come a’ the ength o’ Cromarty 
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non ; an 1 foi breaking the head o’ an impudent 'allow, ane 
runs the risk o* being sent aff to the plantations. Faith, I 
wish oor Parliamenters had mair sense. What do they 
I 1 1 >ot us o oor country ? I >iel haet difference do they 

mak at ween the shire o 1 Cromarty an 1 the shire o 1 Lunnon ; 
just as if we could be as quiet beside the red-wud Hi clan- 
men here, as they can be beside the queen. Na, nn — 
iuu* thing like a guid cudgel; — little wad their law hae 
dune for me at the burn o’ Newliall the nicht ” 

Thomson found the character of the old man quite a study 
in its way ; and that of his wife — -a very different, and, in 
the main, inferior sort of person, for she was mean-spirited 
a niggard quite a study too. I hit. by far the most 
interesting inmate of the cottage was the old man’s daughter 

~thu child of a former marriage. She was a pale, delicate, 
blue-eyed girl, who, without possessing much positive 

beauty of feature, had that expression of mingled thought 
and tenderness which attracts more powerfully than beauty 
Itself. She spoke but little — that little, however, was ex- 
pressive of gratitude and kindness to the deliverer of hoi 


father- sentiments which, in the breast of a. girl so gentle, 
ho timid, so disposed to shrink from the roughnesses ofttOtive 
courage, and yet so conscious of her need of a protector, 
must have mingled with a feeling of admiration at finding, 
in the powerful champion of the rerent fray, a modest, 
Sensible young man, of manners nearly as quiet and un- 
obtrusive as her own. She (beamed that night of ThomSOH, 
and her first thought, as she awakened next morning, was 
whether, us her fallo i had urged, he was to be a frequent 
visitor at Meikle harness, But an entire week passed 
away, and she Haw no more of him. 

lie was silting one evening in his collage, poring over a 
booh a lingo fir© of brushwood was blazing against, the 
earthen wall, filling the. upper part of the single rude chain 
her of which the cottage consisted with a dense cloud of 
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smoke, and glancing brightly on the few rude implements 
which occupied the lower — when the door suddenly opened, 
and the farmer of Meikle Farness entered, accompanied by 
his daughter. 

u Ha ! Allan, man,” he said, extending his large haud 

and grasping that of the fisherman; u if you winna come 

an’ see us, we maun just come an’ see you. Lillias an’ 

mysel were afraid the guidwife had frichtened you awa — 

for she’s a near-gaun sort o’ body, an’ maybe no owre kind 

spoken ; but ye maun just come an’ see us whiles, an’ no 

mind her. Except at counting-time, I never mind her 

mysel.” Thomson accommodated his visitors with seats. 

“ Yer life maun be a gay lonely ane here, in this eerie bit 

o a glen, remaiked the old man, after they had conversed 

for some time on indifferent subjects; “ but I see ye dinna 

want company athegither, such as it is”— his eye glancing 

as he spoke over a set of deal shelves, occupied by some 

sixty or seventy volumes. “ Lillias there has a liking for 

that kind o’ company too, an’ spends some days mail* o’ 

her time amang her books than the guidwife or mysel 
would wish.” • 

Lillias blushed at the charge, and hung down her head* 

it gave, however, a new turn to the conversation ; and 

Thomson was gratified to find that the quiet, gentle gir£ ; 

who seemed so much interested in him, and whose gratitude 

to him, expressed in a language less equivocal than any 

spoken one, he felt to be so del cious a compliment, possessed 

a cultivated mind and a superior understanding. She had 

lived, under the roof of her father, in a little paradise of 

thoughts and imaginations, the spontaneous growth of her 

own mind ; and, as she grew up to womanhood, she had 

recourse to the companionship of books— for in books only 

could she find thoughts and imaginations of a kindred 
character. 

m* Iwpt 4 h e female mind educates itself. The 


110 


TALES OF THE BORDERS. 


genius of the sex is rather fine than robust ; it partakes 
rather of the delicacy of the myrtle, than the strength of 
the oak; and care and culture seem essential to its full 
development. Who ever heard of a female Burns or Bloom- 
field ? And yet there have been instances, though rare, of 
women working their way from the lower levels of intellect 
to well-nigh the highest — not wholly unassisted, ’tis true — 
the age must be a cultivated one, and there must be oppor- 
tunities of observation ; but, if not wholly unassisted, with 
helps so slender, that the second order of masculine minds 
would find them wholly inefficient. There is a quickness 
of perception and facility of adaptation in the better class 
of female minds — an ability of catching the tone of what- 
ever is good from the sounding oi a single note, if I may 
so express myself, which we almost never meet with in the 
mind of man. lillias was a favourable specimen of the 
better and more intellectual order of women ; but she was 
yet very young, and the process of self-cultivation carrying 
on in her mind was still incomplete. And Thomson found 
that the charm of her society arose scarcely more from her 
partial knowledge, than from her partial ignorance. The 
following night saw him seated by her side in the farm- 
house of Meikle Farness; and scarcely a week passed 
during the winter in which he did not spend at least one 
evening in her company. 

Wlm is it that h as not experienced the charm of female 
conversation — that poetry of feeling which devclopes all of 
tenderness and all of imagination that lies hidden in our 
nature? When following the ordinary concerns of life, or 
engaged in its more active businesses, many of the better 
faculties of our minds seem overlaid; there is little of 


feeling and nothing of fancy; and those sympathies which 
should bind us to the good and fair of nature, lie repressed 
and inactive. But in the society of an intelligent and vir- 
tuous feinale, there is a charm that removes the pressure. 
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Through the force of sympathy, we throw our intellects for 
the time into l ie female mould; our tastes assimilate to 
the tastes of our companion; our feelings keep pace with 
hers; our sensibilities become nicer, and our imaginations 
.sore expansive; and, though the powers of our mind may 
llot - - * el, in kind or degree, those of the great bulk 
of mankind, we are sensible that, for the time, we expe- 
rience some of the feelings of genius. I low many common 
men have not female society and the fervour of youthful 
passion sublimed into j >oets ! I am convinced the Greeks 
displayed as much sound philosophy as good taste in repre- 
senting their muses as beautiful women. 


Ihomson had formerly been but an admirer of the poets 
—he now became a poet ; and, had his fate been a kindlier 
one, he might perhaps have attained a middle place among 
at least the minor professors of the incommunicable art. 
He was walking with Lillias one evening through the 
wooded ravine. It was early in April, and the day had 
combined the loveliest smiles of spring with the fiercer 
blasts of winter. There was snow in the hollows ; but, 
where the sweeping sides of the dell reclined to the south! 
the violet and the primrose were opening to the sun. The 
drops of a recent shower were still hanging on the !. all- 
expanded buds, and the streamlet was yet red and turbid - 
but the sun, nigh at his setting, was streaming in golden 
glory along the field, and a lark was caroling high in the 
air, as !f its day were but begun. Lillias pointed to. the 

,. ir ’ dlmimshed almost to a speck, but relieved by the red 
light against a minute cloudlet. 

“Happy little creature!” she exclaimed— “ does it not 
seem rather a thing of heaven than of earth ? Does not 
its song frae the cloud mind you of the hymn heard by 

. F e oiast is but just owre, an’ a few 

. ™ Syne xt la y cowering and cluttering in its nest • 
but its sorrows are a’ gane, an’ its heart rejoices in the 
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bonny blink, without ae thought o’ the storm that has 
passed, or the night that comes on. Were you a poet, 
Allan, like any o’ your two namesakes — he o' “The Sea- 
sons,” or he o’ the “ Gentle Shepherd” — I would ask you 
for a song on that bonny bur die.” Next time the friends 
met, Thomson produced the following verses: — 

TO THE LARK, 

Sweet minstrel of the April cloud ! 

Dweller the flowers among ! 

Would that my heart were formed like thine, 

And tun’d like thine my song ! 

-Not to the earth, like earth’s low gifts, 

Thy soothing strain is given ; 

It comes a voice from middle sky, 

A solace breathed from heaven. 

Thine is the morn; and when the sun 
Sinks peaceful in the west, 

The mild light of departing day 
Purples thy happy breast. 

And, ah! though all beneath that sun 
Dire pains and sorrows dwell, 

Rarely they visit, short they stay, 

Where thou hast built thy cell. 

When wild winds rave, and snows descend 
And dark clouds gather fast, 

And on tho surf-encircled shore 
The seaman’s bark is cast — 

Long human grief survives the storm, 

But thou, thrice lmppy bird ! 

No sooner has it passed away, 

Than, lo ! thy voice is heard. 

When ill is present, grief is thine ; 

It flies, and thou art free; 

But, ah! can aught achieve for man 
What nature does for thee! 

Man grieves amid tho bursting storm : 

When smiles the calm lie grieves; 

Nov cease his woes, nor sinks his plaint 
Till dust liia dust receives. 
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As the latter month of spring came on, the fisherman 
ogam betook himself to his wears, and nearly a fortnight 
passed in which he saw none of the inmates of the farm- 
house. Nothing is so efficient as absence, whether self- 
imposed or the result of circumstances, in convincing a 
lover that he is truly such, and in teaching him how to 
estimate the strength of his attachment. Thomson had 


sat, night after night, beside Lillias Stewart, delighted with 
the d e li c acy of her taste and the originality and beauty of 
ln*r ideas delighted, too, to watch the still partially deve- 
loped fhoultu S of her mind, shooting forth and expanding 
into bud and blossom under the fostering influence of his 
own more matured powers. But the pleasure which arises 
t H the interchange of idea and the contemplation of 
* 1 beauty, or the interest which every thinking mind 

must feel in marking the aspirations of a superior intellect 
toward- its proper destiny, is not love; and it was only 

now that riiomson ascertained the true scope and nature 
of his feelings. 

“She u already vajfriatd,” thought he; “if my schemes 

prosper, I shall be in a few years what her father is now 
and u. then ask her whether she will not be more. Till 
-B, however Ae shall be my friend, and my friend only; 

I find I love her too well to make her the wife of either 
a unsettled speculator, or still poorer labourer” 

. : ::r“f “v** 10 th,: *»■« »», 

* “ by his fceii,,6g ’ that mist reS5 

had made a discovery with regard to her own affections 

tomew at similar to his, and at a somewhat earlier period. 

* ** ‘W**™ He i mpart ed Z 
withhis Sr “ ,he «udi attended it, 

to do battle With the evils ofnm, , hlS desi £ ns > 

out a companion • and .1 u ancl dc P end ence with- 

Panion , and, though she felt that she could deem 

62 
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it a happiness to make common cause with him even in 
such a contest, she knew how to appreciate his motives, 
and loved him all the more for them. Never, perhaps, in 
the whole history of the passion, were there two lovers 
happier in their hopes and each other. But there was a 
cloud gathering over them. 

Thomson had never been on especial favourite with the 
stepmother of Lillias. She had formed plans of her own 
for the settlement of her daughter, with which the atten- 
tions of the salmon-fisher threatened materially to inter- 


fere. And there was a total want of sympathy between 
them besides. Even William, though he still retained a 
sort of rough regard for him, had begun to look askance 
on his intimacy with Lillias ; — his avowed love, too, for the 
modern, gave no little offence* The farm of Meikle Farness 
was obsolete enough in its usages and modes of tillage, to 
have formed no uninteresting study to the ant apiary. 
Towards autumn, when the fields vary most in colour, it 
resembled a rudely executed ohart of some largo island 
so irregular were the patches whioh composed it, and so 
broken on every side by a surrounding sea of moor, that 
here and there went winding into the interior in long river- 
like i rips <>r < xponded, within, into ti lths and lakes. In 
one c< >rner there stood a heap of stones, in another a thicket 

of furze —here a piece <d bog, there a broken bank ot clay. 
Thu implements with which the old man laboured in his 

lidds were as primitive in their appearance as the fields 

themselves —I here was the one sidled plough, the wooden* 

inothed harrow, and the basket woven oarfc, with its rollers 
of wood. With these, too, there was the usual mispropor 

tion on the faun, to its extent, of l- an, inefficient cattle, 

four half-starved animals performing, with incredible eilort, 
t ic \y(,| f L| one, Thomson Would lam have induced the 
old man, who was e\id( 1 1 fly sinking in the world, to have 

rcoourie to a better system but he gained wondrous little 
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by his advice. And there was another cause which operated 
still more decidedly against him; a wealthy young ! innex 
in the neighbourhood had i »een, for the last few months, 
not a little diligent in his attentions to Lillias. lie had lent 
the old man, at the preceding term, a considerable sum of 
money ; and had ingratiated himself with the stepmother, 
by chiming in on all occasions with her humour, and by 
a present or two besides. Under the auspices of both pa- 
rents, therefore, he had now paid his addresses to Lillias ; 

and, on meeting with a repulse, had stirred them both up 
against Thomson. 

The fisherman was engaged one evening in fishing his 
nets ; the ebb was that of a stream tide, and the bottom of 
almost the entire bay lay exposed to the light of the setting 
sun, save that a river-like strip of water wound through 
t ie nudst. He had brought his gun with him, in the hope 
o finding a seal or otter asleep on the outer banks ; but 
there were none this evening; and, laying down his piece 
against one of the poles of the wear, he was employed in 
capturing a fine salmon that went darting like a bird from 
si e to side of the inner enclosure, when he heard some one 
lading him by name from outside the nets. He looked up 
and saw three men, one of whom he recognised as the 
young farmer who was paying his addresses to Lillian 
approaching from the opposite side of the bay. They were 
all apparently much in liquor, and came staggering towards 
!“ “ WJ ^ong the sands. A suspicio! crossed 

coming out of the enclosure, where, from the i^ 
lain miXat 7 ^ ° f the water « he ™>uld have 

patches of sea-weed that adhered to the nets! when 
ey came up to him and assailed him with a torrent of 

the m 8 7 "T 0 ^ 1168, He P m-sued Ws occupation with 
he utmost coolness, turning round, from time to time to 
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repay their abuse by some cutting repartee. His assailants 
discovered they were to gain little in this sort ot contest ; 
and Thomson found in turn that they were much less dis- 
guised in liquor than he had at first supposed, or than they 
seemed desirous to make it appear. In reply to one of his 
more cutting sarcasms, the tallest of the three, a ruffian- 
looking fellow, leaped forward and struck him on the face; 
and in a moment he had returned the blow with such 
hearty good-will that the fellow was dashed against one of 
the pi I s. The mlier two rushed in to close with him. He 
seized his gun, and, springing out from beside the nets to 
the open bank, dealt the farmer, with the but-end a tre- 
mendous blow on the face, which prostrated him in an 
instant; and then cocking the piece and presenting it, he 
commanded the other two, on peril of their lives, to stand 
aloof. Odds of weapons, when there is courage to avail 
oneself of them, foliM a thorough counterbalance to odds 

( ,f number. After an engagement of a brief half minute* 

Thomson’s assailants left him in quiet possession of the 
field; and lie found, on his way home, that he could Iraco 

their route by the blood of the young farmer. There went 

abroad an exaggerated and very erroneous edition of the 
at i >ry, buddy unfavourable to the Salmon-fisher; and be 
received an intimation, shortly alter, that his visits at the 
farm house were no longer expected. But the intimation 

came not from Jjlllios. 

'I hr round year ol Ins speculation had well nigh come to 

a close, and, in calculating on the quantum of his shipments 

and the State of the markets, he could deem it a moresuo- 

cesHi'ul than even the first. Hut. his agent seemed to 

he assuming a new and worse characters ho either SUbstl 
luted promises and apologies for his usual remillauees, or 

neglected writing altogether! and, tis the fisherman was 
employed lay in dismantling Ills wears foi the season, 

his worst tears were realized by the astounding intelligence 
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that the embarrassments of the merchant had at length 
terminated in a final suspension of payments ! 

Thei e, said lie. with a coolness which partook in its 
nature in no slight degice of that insensibility of pain an ! 
injury which follows a violent blow— “ there go well-nigh 
all the hard-earned savings of twelve years, and all my 
hopes of happiness with Lillias!” He gathered up his 
utensils with an automaton-like carefulness, and, throwing 
them over his shoulders, struck across the sands in the 
direction of the cottage. “ I must see her” he said, “ once 
more, and bid her farewell.” His heart swelled to his 
throat at the thought ; but, as if ashamed of his weakness, 
he struck his foot firmly against the sand, and, proudly 
raising himself to his full height, quickened his pace. He 
reached the door, and, looking wistfully, as he raised the 
latch, in the direction of the farm-house, his eye caue lit a 
female figure coming towards the cottage through the 
bushes of the ravine. “ ’Tis poor Lillias !” he exclaimed. 

“ Can she alread y h ave heard that I am unfortunate, and 
that we must part?” He went up to her, and, as he 
pressed her hand between both his, she burst into tears; ■ 

It was a sad meeting — meetings must ever be such when 
t e parties that compose them bring each a separate grief 
winch becomes common when imparted. ’ 

“ 1 cannot tel1 you,” said Lillias to' her lover ‘ how 
unhappy I am. My stepmother has not much fove to 
bestow on any one ; and so, though it be in her power to 
deprne me of tie quiet I value so much, I care compara- 
tively little for her resentment. Why should I not ? She Is 

interested in no one but herself. As for Simpson, I o an 
despise without hating him ; wasps sting, just because it 

“ n “ ture > and some people seem born in the same 
way, to be mean-spirited and despicable. But my p„„ r 

father, who has been so kind to me, and who has so nfuch 
heart about him-his displeasure has the bitterness 
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death to me. And then he is so wildly and unjustly angry 
with you. Simpson lias got him, by some means, into his 
power — I know not how ; my stepmother annoys him con- 
tinually; and, from the state of irritation in which he is 
kept, he is saying and doing the most violent things imagin- 
able, and making me so unhappy by his threats.” And she 
again burst into tears. 

! homson had but little of comfort to impart to her. 
Indeed he could afterwards wonder at the indifference 
with which he beheld her tears, and the coolness with 
which he communicated to her the story of his disaster. 
But he had not yet recovered his natural tone of feeling. 
Who has not observed that, while, in men of an inferior 
and weaker cast, any sudden and overwhelming misfortune 
unsettles their whole minds, and all is storm and uproar, 
in minds of a superior order, when subjected to the same 
ordeal, there Likes place a kind of freezing, hardening pro- 
cess, under which they maintain at least apparent coolness 
ami self-possession ? Grief acts as a powerful solvent to 
the one class — to the Other, it is as the waters of a petrify- 
ing spring. 

“ Alas, my Lillias I said the fisherman, “we have not 
been born for happiness and each other. We must part— 
each of u s to struggle with our respective evils. Call up 
all your si length of mind the much in your character that 
has as yet lain unemployed — and so despicable a thing as 
Simpson will not dare In annoy you. You may yet meet 
with a man wort hy of you ; some one who will love you as 
well BA — as one who can at least appreciate your value, 
and who will deserve you better." As he spoke, and his 
mistress listened in Nilenee and in tears, William Stewart, 
burst in upon them through the bushes; and with a coun- 
tenance flushed, and a fra tremulous with passion, 

assailed the fisherman with a torrent, of threats and re- 
proaches lie even raised his hand. The prudence of 
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Thomson gave way under the provocation. Ere the blow 
hac descended, he had locked the farmer in his grasp, and 
an. exertion of si l ength which scarcely a giant would 
be capable of in a moment of less excitement, he raised 
hiin from the earth, and forced him against the grass / side 
of the ravine, where he held him despite of his efforts. 
■A shriek from Till ias recalled him to the command of 
himself. “William Stewart,” he said, quitting his hold 
and stepping back, “ you are an old man, and the father 
of Lillias.” The farmer rose slowly and collectedly, with 

^ ^ : 1 ; net eye, as i : ah his anger had 

evaporated in the struggle, and, turning to his daughter 

“ Come > Lillias, my lassie,” he said, laying hold of her 

arm, X have been too hasty — I have been in the wrong.” 
And so they parted. 


Winter came on, and Thomson was again left to the 
solitude of his cottage, with only his books and his cwn 
thoughts to employ him. lie found little amusement or 

comfort in either ; he could think of only Lillias— that 
she loved and was yet lost to him. 

“Generous, and affectionate, and confiding,” he has said, 
wlicn thinking of her, “ I know she would willingly share 
with me in my poverty ; but ill would I repay her kindness 
m demanding of her such a sacrifice. Besides, how could 
I endure to see her subjected to the privations of a destiny 
so humble as mine ? The same heaven that seems to have 
ordained me to labour and to be unsuccessful, has given i, 
a mind not to be broken by either toil or disappointment • 
but keenly and bitterly would I feel the evils of both were 
she to be equally exposed. I must strive to forget her or 
tlunk of her only as my friend." And, indulging to s,',cl, 
thoughts as these, and repeating and re-repeating similar 
resolutions only, however, to find them unavailing-winter 

with its long, dreary nights, and its days of languor and 
inactivity, passed heavily away. But it passed. 
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lie was sitting beside his fire, one evening late in Feb- 
ruary, when a gentle knock was heard at the door. He 
started up, and, drawing back the bar, William Stewart 
entered the apartment. 

u Allan/’ said the old man, “I have come to have some 
conversation with you, and would have come sooner, but 
pride and shame kept me back. I fear I have been much 
to blame.” 

Thomson motioned him to a seat, and sat down beside 

§ 

him. 

w Farmer,” he said, “ since we cannot recall the past, we 
had, perhaps, better forget it.” 

The old man bent forward his head till it rested almost 
on his knee, and for a few moments remained silent. 

u I fear, Allan, I have been much to blame,” he at length 
reiterated. u Ye maun come an’ see Lillias. She is ill, 
very ill — an’ 1 fear no very like to get better ” Thomson 
Was stunned by the intelligence, and answered he scarcely 
knew what. u She has never been riel it hersel,” continued 
the old man, u sin’ the unlucky day when you an’ I met in 
tin* burn here; but for the last, month she has been little 
out- o’ her bed. Since morn in t here lias been a great change 
nu Imt, ail’ she. wishes to 866 you. 1 fear we havoua meikle 
time to spare', an* had better gang.” Thomson followed 
him in silence. 

They reached the farm house of Meikle Farness, and 
entered the chamber where the maiden lay. A bright fire 
of brushwood threw a flickering gloom on the floor and 
rafters, and their shadows, as they advanced, scorned dime 
ing on llm walks. Close beside the bed there was a small 
table, bearing a. lighted candle, and with a Bible lying open 
upon it, at that chapter of Corinthians in which the Apostle 
assures us that, the dead shall rise and the mortal put 
on immortality. Lillies half sat, half reclined, in tin 
Iipj.ei pari oi the bed. Her thin and wasted features 
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had already the stiff rigidity of death, her cheeks and lips 

were colourless, and, though the blaze seemed to dance 

and flicker on her half-closed eyes, they served no longer 

nil iate othe departing spirit the existence of external 
things. 

u Ah, my Lillias!” exclaimed Thomson, as he bent over 

her, his heart swelling with an intense agony. “Alas ! nas 
it come to this I” 

His well-known voice served to recall her, as from the 
pi ecincts of another world. A faint melancholy smile passed 
over her features, and she held out her hand. 

I was afraid,” she said, in a voice sweet and gentle as 
ever, though scarcely audible through extreme weakness, 
“ I was afraid that I was never to see you more. Draw 
nearer there is a darkness comiug over me, and I hear 
ut imperfectly. I may now say with a propriety which 
no one will challenge, what I durst not have said before. 
JNeed I tell you that you were the dearest of all my friends 
—the only man I ever loved-the man whose lot, however 
ow and unprosperous, I would have deemed it a hap, mess 
to be invited to share? I do not, however-I cannot re- 
proach you. I depart and for ever ; but, oh, let not a 
single thought of me render you unhappy / ^ few years 

a bett , T- ^ en With ° Ut their P leas ™*> and I go to 
a better and brighter world. I am weak and cannot say 

z iptL^ir^ you speak - w to - 

Thomson, with a voice tremulous and faltering through 
emotion read the chapter. Ere he had made an end the 

thougi:, occasionally^ 

of hi, presence I t Tf . Tt tt *‘ she » "-conscious 
laxation of the grasp-the cold damp of the s ,ii];.„j n( , „ aIm 
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struck a chill to his heart — there was a fluttering of the 
puke, a glazing oi the eye — the breast ceased to heave, the 
heart to beat — the silver cord parted in twain, and the 
golden bowl was broken. Thomson contemplated, for a 
moment, the body of his mistress, and, striking his hand 
against his forehead, rushed out of the apartment. 

Ie attended her funeral— he heard the earth falling 
hea\y and ii .! a on the collin-lid — he saw the Green sod 
placed over Iter grave — he witnessed the irrepressible 

anguish ol her father, and the sad regret of her friends 

and all this without shedding a tear. He was turning to 
depart, when some one thrust a letter into his hand ; he 
opened it almost mechanically. It contained a consider- 
able sum of money, and a few lines from his agent, stating 
that, in con 1 ‘ ace of a favourable change in his circum- 

stances, he had been enal Ie< to satisfy all his creditors. 
Thomson crumpled up the bills in his hand. He felt as if 
his heart stood still in his breast; a noise seemed ringing 
in his ears ; a mist cloud appeared as if rising out of the 
earth and darkening round him. He was caught, when 
falling, by old William Stewai t;, and, on awakening to con- 
sciousness and the memory of the past, found himself in 
his ai ms. He lived for about ten years after, a laborious 
and speculative man, ready to oblige, and successful in all 
his designs. And no one deemed him unhappy. It was 
observed, however, that his dark brown hair was soon 
mingled with masses of grey, and that his tread became 
heavy and his frame bent. It was remarked, too, that, 
when attacked by a lingering epidemic, which passed over 
well-nigh the whole country, he of all the people was the 
only one that sank under it„ 
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IMK LINTON LAIRDS, OR EXCLUSIVES AND 


INCLUSIVES. 


In no part of her Majesty’s wide-spread dominions does 

mighty Aristocracy rear its j rouci head with greater majesty 

than at Linton. There are, or were, in the neighbourhood 

of that ancient borough, no fewer than forty-five lairds. 

all possessing portions of the soil ; and from the soil it is 

that the big genius of aristocratic pride derives, like the 

old oak, the pith of her power. It is of no avail to say— 

and we, being ourselves of an ancient family, as poor as the 

old dark denizens of the soil who were displaced by the 

Norwegian brown species, despise the taunt— that fifteen 

out of the whole number of Linton lairds were, at one 

period, on the poor’s box. Gentry, with old noble blood 

in their veins, are not a whit less to be valued that they 
are beggars, for it is the nemilioT. r , 
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ruliy and routhy as it did in the reign of Malcolm Can- 
more. 

But you may say that Laird Geddes of Cauldshouthers 
was 10 Lin on laird, and was never on the poor’s box. 
lake it as you please, we \\ il iot dispute with you if you 
come from Tweeddale. You are, perhaps, of the old Ilam- 
iltons of < auldcoats, or the Bertrams of Duckpool, or the 
Tlays ofGlenmuck, or the old tory lairds ofBogcnd, Hall- 
myie, or Windylaws, and may cliallenge us, like a true 
knight, for endeavouring to reduce the grandeur of your 
compeers; and therefore, to keep peace, we will be con- 
tented with the admission that Gilbert Geddes was the 
thane, or, as Miss Joanna l>adhc would have it, according 

7 o 

to the distinction indicated in the lino, “the thanics drink- 
ing in the hall,” the thanic— that is, the lessor Thane of 
Cauldshouthers, in lie* shire of Peebles. True, there was 
in that county, properly only one thane, viz., he of Drum- 
<Izicr, whose castle, now in ruins, may still be seen near 
IWsail; but of the lessor order there were m.iuy; and, 
if any gutter-blooded burgher of Linton had, in his cups 
at (’antswalls, alleged anything to the contrary, he might 
have been set, down as a leveller. The property of Gauld- 

shouthers was of that kind comprehending a mixture of 

bog, mire, and moss, which is indicated by its name. In- 
deed, almost all the estates in that shire boro names no 
less appropriate; and, though some proprietors, such as 

Montgomerie, Veit oh, Keith, and Kennedy, have endear 

von red to impart a gentility to their possessions by re* 
christening them, they did so, we shrewdly suspect, to 
conceal the tact that they were new comers, and not of the 
noble old llaJImyres, Hogends, IMairbogs, and ('auldcoats. 
Not so, however, Oilbort (teddes, for the laird was of the 
good ancient, stock of ( 'a uldshoul hers, and gloried in the 
name as 1km I id m the old blood I hat had come down t It rough 
honourable veins, unadulterated and unobstructed— save 
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probably !»y a partial congelation, the effect of the cold 

barren lands until it landed, "with an accumulation of 

dignity, in his own arteries, and those of his sister Miss 
Grizelda. 

Nothing in the world could have been more natural than 
that one of so old a family should endeavour to keep up 
the stock by marriage ; yet it was true, and as lamentable 
as true, that Mr. Gilbert had not been able — though the 
fiftieth summer had shone on Cauldshouthers since he was 
born in the old house— to get matters so arranged as to 
place himself within the noose in a manner befitting his 
J S ,ut y- Somehow or another, the other proprietors around, 
such as Bogend and Glenmuck, pretended to discover that 
their blood was thicker than that of the Geddeses, and not 
a scion of their stocks would they allow to be engrafted on 
the good old oak of Cauldshouthers. It is, however, an 
old saying, that fortune favours the brave in marriage as 
in war, and the adage seemed fair to be realized, for* one 
day, the laird came from Linton a walking omen of ’pro- 
spective success, and the very first words he said to his 
sister Grizelda boded good. 

, " Ken p the dame Shirley, wha lives at the east end 
o Linton?” said he, as he sat down on the big oak chair 
in the mansion of Cauldshouthers. 

‘‘Better than you do, Gilbert,” rejoined the sister, 
tr maiden name is Bertram; but wha her husband 
was is no easy tauld. They say he was a captain in Eug- 
land, but I canna say she has ony o’ the dignity o’ a 
captain s widow. Report says naething in her W, 

DuXool ’’ hat ShC ’ S a “ nt the o’ 

that^l Grkel! M eJaC ^ ate(i Gnbert) “ if 7 e oould mak out 
that pedigree, a her fauts would be easily covered esne 

her by a cot,on- S pin„e r in St . Mungo* Ye maun ? ry 
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mak out the pedigree, Grizel. Set about it, woman ; mair 
depends on’t than ye wot” 

u What depends on’t ?” replied the sister. 

u Maybe the junction o’ the twa ancient families,” re- 
joined lie. 

u Are ye serious, brother?” said Grizel, as she stroked 
down her boddice, and sat as upright as the dignity of the 
family of Cauldshouthers required. 

u Indeed am I,” rejoined the laird. a I want to be 
about with Bogcnd and Glenmuck, who refused me their 
ochters, Ken ye the antiquity o’ the Bertrams ?” 
u Brawly,” was the reply of the stiff Grizelda. u They 
count as far back as the fifth James, who, passing through 
Tweeddale, was determined to pay nae court to the Thane 
of Drumelzier ; and yet he couldna male his way — in a 
country where hill rides upon hill, and moss joins moss, 
frae Tw< edscross to the Cauldstane-slap — without some 
assistance, the mair by note that he stuck in the mire, and 
might have been (Imre yH, had it no been foi Jock Ber- 
tram, a hind, who got the royal traveller and his men out, 

and led them through the thane's lands, to Glenwhappen. 
John got the mire \vhar t he king sluek, which was called 
Duokpool, as a free gift to him and his heirs. But we o’ 
Cauldshouthers are milder, I ween, than even that, and we 
maun keep up our dignity.” 

“9o we maun, Grizel ; but you’veforgot the best parto’ 

tlm : lory, how the Thane o T Drumelzier having heard that 
a stranger had passed through his lands without paving 
him homage, rode with his men, mounted on while horses, 
after the rebels, and earn np with them just as llu* ting 

was carousing after his journey. The thane, 1 Wot, was 
Ntine on his knees. But we’re a(f the pin o’ the wheel, 
Girz. The question is, could the family o’ (ieddes o’ C-auld 

shout hers stand the shook o’ a marriage wi’ a doubtfti’ d< 

BOemlaiil o’ dock Bertram, with live thousand in her punch ? H 
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We’re sae very, very ancient, ye sec Gib,” replied the 

sister, as she looked meditatingly, and twirled her two 

thumbs at the end of her rigid arms. “ Indeed, we’re 

a thegither lust in mist, and, for aught we ken, we may be 

as aul 1 as the Hunters o’ Polmood, wha got a grant o’ the 

twa Hopes irae Malcolm Canmore. Duckpool is a mere 

bairn to Cauldshouthers, and this woman mayna be a real 

Beitiam after a. There were English Bertrams, ye ken 

Bertram the Archer was o’ them, and ho followed the trade 
o’ robbery.” 

“ And what auld honourable family about the Borders 

ever got their lands in ony other way, Girz!” replied the 
brother. 

“ ■ Nane > of course,” rejoined Grizel ; “ but maybe Mrs 

Shirley comes frae the real Bertrams, and five thousand 

might be laid out in draining the lands. Nae doubt she 
wad jump at ye, Gib !” 

^ iat ma kes me laugh, Girz!” rejoined the brother. 

“ The legatee o’ a cotton-spinner jump at the Laird o’ Cauld- 
sh outliers 1 Ay, if he wad stoop to let her-that’s the 
question, sister; and there’s nae other, for I was wi’ the 
dame this very day, within an hour after Rory Flayem the 
Linton writer, gave me the hint o' her gude forC I 
cam on her wi' a' the force o' the dignit® o’ our family! 
and the veiy name o’ our lands made her shiver in tory 
veneration. She was thunderstruck at the honour ” 

“I dinna wonder at that,” replied Grizel. “I lm , ; 
hae aften wondered at the ancientness o’ our house, and 
P 1 y % silly fools wha change the names o’ their proper- 

' thl td , ? b08S ’ ^ ™ dl “ *5* ** -erne 

o their auld inheritance to that o’ ‘ The Whim 
“IS a, faith he, Girzl” 

“And, by my troth,” continued the sister “I thinl- 

the guidwife „' Middlebie, wha bade ua ch^ge C^d 

1 


TALES OF THE BORDERS. 




shouthers to Blinkbonny, was a wee envious, and deserved 
a catechising for her pains, 1 ’ . 

“ There’s nae doubt o’t,” added the brother. “ But we’re 
afl flte wire again, Girz. Is it really your honest opinion 
that our honour would stand the shock o’ the connection 
wi* the Widow Shirley?” 

“ The Emperor o’ Muscovy,” replied the sister, with a 
toss of her head, “ didna lose a jot o’ his gi'eatness by 
marrying the cottager. The eagles o’ Glenholme stoop to 
pick up the stanechaflers and fatten on them; and, really, 
I think, a’lhing considered, that Cauldshoutln i > might, 

without a bend o’ the back, bear up a burgher,” 

_ _ # 

“The practice is, at least, justified by the aristocracy,” 
added Gilbert; 4t and, ye ken, that’s enough for vs, It 
wad talc a guid drap o’ burgher bluid, and mair, I wot, 
if there’s ony o’ the Duckpool sap in’t, to thin that o* the 
Geddcscs.” 


“And even if our honour was a wee thing damaged,” 
rejoined the sister, “that might he made up by our lands 

being changed frae bog to arable, though, 1 believe, the 
bog, after a’, is the auklest soil o’ the country. Even the 
sad fate o’ Nieliol Musehet didna a’thegither destroy the 
respeetability o’ the Boglm’s. There’s great ancientness in 
bogs, yet as there’s a kind o’ fashion now-a-days about 
arable, I wadna be against the change to a certain limited 
extent. Ye hae now my opinion on this important sub- 
ject, Gill" it, and may act moulding to tho dictates o’ 
the high spirit o’ our auld race.” 

The door Opened, and Kory Klayem entered. 

“ Weel, liar ye made the inquiry?” said the laird, “lias 
Mrs. Shirley really got a legacy o’ the live thousand?” 

“I have seen the cotton spinner’s will I” replied tho 
writer, “and there can In* nae doubt of llie legacy.” 

Why more? — Next day the spruce laird was rapping 

at. the dour of the widow heiress. lie entered with the 
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cool dignity of his caste ; and might have come out under 
the influence of the same cool prudence, had not his hon- 
ourable blood been fired by the presence of one of those 
worthies already hinted at-a liiton laird-who could 
have been about nothing else in the world than trying to 

get a lift from 0 fF the poors box, by the assistance of °tlie 
W ldow Shirley. 

"lour servant, sir,” said the Linton portioner; “I did 
not think you had been acquainted here. Ane might rather 
me expected to hae seen you about Bogend or Glenmuck, 
uheie there are still some braw leddies to dispose of.” 

ihe remark was impertinent, doubtless, and horribly 
ill-timed, because Cauldshouthers had been rejected by 
mgen , and he was here a suitor competing with one 

rith th SeC Tf t6rm ^ gl ° ried in> and whom - al “S 

; th the who^ class of Linton lairds, he hated mortally 

with 6 a a S °° d nght t0 hate them , for some of them’ 

and not "TV teU pound f a *y ear » were still heritors’ 

• 1 ° ^ entors > tut ancient heritors, not much less 

ancient than the Geddeses themselves, so that They w er 

our in'tf Coming 7* «> near the real 

tlmmselvesMarr^^ ^ the latter legated to 

Of no such dubiety, «ud“Trked ,L 

and effectually wl a-j d h dlfference decidedly 

an answer, but, drawing toed^th^T^ 

as if to survev his e nm ° f -„ , P ’ ned to tlle window 

rood or two of arable £ 2t ^ tor8 estate ’ whi <* consisted of a 
his hat. The I inton l t0 ^ the Iatter took 

and however unimportant this d' nf * ™ e room i 

was in fact decisive of the hjcrhe S 1 - eVent ™ ay appear ’ it: 
blood of the Geddese, ™ , 8 u a !' lstocra ‘ s ***, for the 

is a condition of the preciom tTd 1 hK “ ° f *° ry blood 

“ Ye’ll hae na» want o’ th d !‘? 1 *° be lau ?bed at. 

" a “‘ ° ,h “ “■»’ heritor creature, after 
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yo, dame,” said lie, as lie condescended to sit down by the 
blushing widow. 

il ^ es,” answered she, with great simplicity. “ Fortune, 
Mr. Geddes, brings friends, or, at least, would-be friends, 
and one who has few relations requires to be on her 
guard.” 

u It is everything in tliae matters,” said the proprietor, 
44 to look to respectability and station. Tliae Linton bodies 
ca’ themselves lairds, because 1 hey arc proprietors o’ about 
as muckle ground as would male guid roomy graves to 
them. A real laird is something very different. And it s 
i pity when it becomes necessary that we should shew 
them the difference.” 

44 Ah, you are of an ancient and honourable family, Mr. 
Geddes,” said the widow. u Cauldshouthers is a name as 
familiar to me as Oliver Castle, or Drool* el, or Neidpath, 
or Drumckier.” 


* 

41 I see ye hac a proper estimate n’ the degrees o 1 dignity, 
dame, M said he; 11 and, doubtless, ye’ll mak the better use 
o* the fortune that has been left ye; but I oould expeot 
nae thing less frae nne o’ the Duokpools. I’m thinking 
yeVe o’ the right Bertrams,” 


44 Yes,” replied she; 44 and then my husband was de- 
reemled from the Shirleys, Karl Ferrars, and Baron Ferrars 

of (hartley, His arms were the same ns the Beau- 


champs, at least he used to say so. What are your’s, 
Mr. Geddes?” 


44 Maybe ye dinna ken heraldry, dame I” replied the 

laird. 44 Our arms are vert, three peat hags, argent. — the 
maist ancient o’ the bearings in dbveeddale; as, indeed, 
maybe evinced frae the description— pea! land being clearly 
the original soil. Would it no be lamentable to think that 
Kne aiieienl a family should end in my person,” 

44 It is in your own power to prevent that, Mr. Geddes!” 

answered she. 
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“Say rather in your power, dame Shirley!” rejoined 

he, determined to cut out the Linton heritor by one bold 
stroke. 


“ O Mr. Geddes I ” sighed the widow, holding her head 
at the proper angle of naivete. 

fonder that she’s owrepowered by the honour,” 
muttered the suitor, as he took breath to finish what he 
had so resolutely begun. “ I am serious, madam ” he 
continued. “ To be plain wi’ ye, and come to the point 
at ance, I want a mistress to Cauldshouthers ; and you are 

the individual wham I hae selected to do the honours o’ 
that important situation.” 

“ Oh 0 Mr. Geddes ! ” again cried the dame. “ You 
have such a winning way of wooing!” 

“ 1 fanc y therri canna be the slightest breath o’ obiection ” 
again said he, in his consciousness of having ennobled her 
in an instant by the mere hint of the honour. 

“ She would be a bold woman, besides a fool, that would 
napkL M S ° 0d “ 0ffer ’” MpBed sie ’ buI 7 ir, 6 her face in a 


so w, Sbe / onH ' '“joined Gilbert— “ baith bauld and 
. •, td* ’ “o' 3 °° W ’ ye received the honour wi' 

thru waTl r 17 * « ?“ i,Ude ' ' here is j us * «• condition 

best to support the dignity the station to which you Z 
o be eleyated. Tour ain pedigree, ye see, is a, Zt but 

effortsT ' “ d ’ therefor<! ’ il "quire your 

«My rf th“e? 7 T el ” . S “ Ch * “ *0 accord Lit- 

while 4 honL^ ou/ltt ^ 1 TT> 

character, in spite o’ a match maybe J Z 7JriT ^ 

cmH’ amllSd* k ecome a Very different affair in^he 
case o a multitude o’ puir beggarly relations.” 

am nearly the last of my race, Mr. Geddes,” replied 
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she. Is it not strange that we should be so very like 
each other?” 

“ Aj r , in that particular respect,” added the laird, as a 
salvo of their inequality. 

And, after some farther concerted arrangements, the 
heritor left his affianced, and proceeded to Cauldshouthers, 
to report to Grizelda what he had achieved. In a 6hort 
time, accordingly, the marriage was solemnized; and a 
very suitable display was made in the mansion of Cauld- 
shouthers, where there were invited many of the neigh- 
bouring aristocrats. There were the Bogends, and the 
Ilallmyres, and the Glenmucks, and others, some of whom, 
though they had asserted a superiority over the Geddeses, 
and turned up their noses at the match with a burgher 
widow with five thousand pounds, made by the vulgar 
operation of cotton -spinning, yet could not refuse the boon 
of their presence at the wedding of one of their own sect 
of exclusives. Miss Grizelda acted as mistress of the cere* 
monies, and contrived, by proper training, to make the 
bride go through the aristocratic drill with much eclat. 
She had correct opinions, as well as good practice, in this 
department. It is only tin* degenerate modern town-elite, 
annmg the exclusives, who pretend that easiness of manners 
--meaning thereby the total absence of all dignified stiff- 
ness — is the I rue test of aristocratic breeding. The older 
and iruef stock of the country — such as the Geddeses — 
despise this br"garly (own born maxim: with them nothing 

can be too Stiff; buckram-altitudes and drosses are the very 
Staple of their calling. And why not? Any graceful snab 
or snip, of good spirits, when freed from the Stool or board, 
may be as free and frisky as a kitten; but to carry out a 
legitimate and consistent Stillness of the godlike machine 

with an accordin ' costivencss of speech and loftiness of 

sentiment, can belong only to those who have been born 

great; and ho, to bo sure, these Were the maxims on which 


THE LINTON LAIRDS. 


133 


Grizelda acted in qualifying tlie bride to appear in a be- 
coming manner before ti e Tweed >ale grandees. Eveiy- 
thing went off wel . The dame was given out as a Din k j k > ol ; 
and it must have been fairly admitted, even by the proud 
Bogends, that she could not have acte ( 1 her part better 
though she had been in reality descended from tl ut house, 
so favoured by the fifth James, at the very time that he 
brought Drumelzier to his knees at Glenwhappen. 

And it may thus be augured, that the Thane of Cauld- 
shouthers Avas satisfied. The manners imparted to Mrs. 
Geddes by the sister, seemed to adhere to her; and though 
the Glenmucks alleged that her dignified rigidity was 
nothing but burgher awkwardness, it was not believed by 
those who knew that gentle blood hath in it some seeds of 
spleen. 

“ She performs her pairt wf native dignity,” was Gil- 
bert’s opinion expressed to his sister; u and seems to feel 
as if she had been born to sustain the important character 
she has to [ lay, as the wife o’ ane o’ the auldest heritors o' 
Tweeddale. But ye maun keep at her, Girz ; and, while 
you are improving her, I’ll be busy with the bogs. We’ll 
mak a’ arable that will be arable.” 

And straightway, accordingly, he set about disposing of 
a part of his wife’s tocher, in planting, and draining, and 
hedging, and ditching, with a view to impart some heat to 
Cauldshouthers, in return for the warmth which the fleeces 
of coarse wool had yielded to him and others. Meanwhile, 
the training within doors went on. Tea-parties were good 
discipline ; and at one of these, the mistress of Bogend 
and her two daughters, and the mistress of Hallmyre and 
her daughter and nephew, and a number of others, wit- 
nessed the improvement of their new married neighbour. 
Pedigrees were always the favourite topic at Cauld- 
shouthers. 

“I maun hae Mrs Geddes’s reduced to paper,” said the 
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laird, a or the satisfaction o’ ye a’. < like a tree — there’s 

a certainty about it that defies a envy. There’s few o 1 us, 
I wot, that can count sae far back as the Bertrams.” 

“Mrs. Geddes might tell us oif hand,” said the mistress 
of Bogend, piqued of course. “I could gie the Bogends 
from the first to the last.” 

“And 1 hae a’ the I la’myres on my tongue’s cud,” said 
she of that old family. 

“ And I could gie the Geddeses, stock and stem,” added 
Grizelda. 

“ But it doesna follow that Mrs. Geddes has just the same 
extent o f memory,” said the laird, as a cover to his half- 
marrow. 


“ Indeed, my memory is very poor on family descents,” 
said the wife; “and there is now none of our family left 
to assist my recollections.” 

“ Ah, Janet,” cried a voice from the door, which had 


opened in the meantime and let in a stout huckster-looking 
dame and t wo children. “1 am right glad to see you sae 
weel .sell h'd,” she continued, as she bustled forward and 
seized the mistress of the house by the hand. “But it 
wasna friendly, it wasna like a sister, woman, no to write 
and tell me o’ ycr marriage. Height but I am tired alter 
that lung ride IVae Glasgow. Sit down, childer; it’s yer 
aunty’s house, and, by my faith, it’s nae sma affair; but 
oh, it 1ms an awfu name.” 


'rin' speaker had it all t<» hnrsclf, save lor a whisper from 
the lady of r.i.fynd, who asked her of Ilallmyres it Ibis 
would be another of the Uuekpools. The others were 
dumb from amusement; mid the new-comer gloried in the 


: ileiioo, 


“ Wasna that a lucky allair — that siller left us by the 
cotton spinner?” sin- rallied forth with increasin'*- volubility. 


“ Be quiet, childer. Faith, 
just In the nick as it were, 


lass, if we hadnagot our legacy 
our John, whn was only makm 
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six shillings a week at the heckling, wad hae gi’en up the 
ghaist a’thegither.” 

The laird was getting fidgetty, and looked round for 
the servant; Grizelda was still dumb; the Bogends and 
i f allray res were all curiosity; and Mrs. Geddes looked as 
if she could not help it. All was still an open field for the 
speaker. 

“But, dear me, lass,” again cried the visiter, “we never 

heard o’ Serjeant Shirley’s death.” 

“ 1 f ye’re ony friend o’ Mrs. Geddes’s,” said the laird, 
recovering himself, “ you had better step ben to the parlour, 
and she’ll see you there.” 

“ Ou, I’m brawly where I am, sir,” replied she of St. 
Mungo’s. “There’s nae use for ceremony wi’ friends. Ye'll 
be Janet’s husband, I fancy ? Keep aff the back o’ yer 
uncle’s chair, ye ill-mannered brat.” 

“ There is a woman in the parlour wishes to see you, 
Mrs. Geddes,” said the servant. 

“ What like is she?” cried the Glasgow friend. “ Is she 
a weel-faured woman, wi’ a bairn at her foot V” 

“ Yes,” was the reply. 

“Just bring her in here, then,” continued the speaker. 
££ it’s our sister Betty. I asked her to meet me here 
the day, and she was to get a cast o’ a cart as far as 
Linton. She was to hae brocht Saunders wi’ her, but 
there’s some great folk dead about Lithgow, and he’s 
been sae thrang wi’ their mournings that I fancy ho 
couldna win.” 

“Are these your sisters, Mrs. Geddes ? ” said the lady of 
Bogend, who probably enjoyed secretly the perplexity 
around her. 

“I can answer for mysel,” replied the visitor; “and 
whether this be Betty or no, I’ll soon tell ye ; ” and she 
rose to waddle to the door to satisfy the inquiry o the 
lady of Bogend. “The truth is, madam,” she said, by 
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way of favoured intelligence, as she passed the chair of 
the latter, a we’re a’ sisters ; but, if we had been on the 
riel it side o’ the blanket — ye ken what I mean, if our 
faither and mither had been married— the siller left us 
by our uncle the cotton-spinner wad hae been twice as 
muckle. Is that you, Betty?” she bawled at the door. 
“Come in, woman.” 

“ Save us ! —save us ! — the honour o’ the Geddeses is 
gane for ever,” groaned Gilbert. 

w It’s just me, Peggy,” responded another voice from 
the passage ; and the heavy tread of a weary traveller, 
mixed with the cries of a child, announced an approach. 
The two entered. The woman was dressed like the wife 
of a man of her husband’s profession, who had got a recent 
legacy. 

“ Saunders is coming, after a’,” cried Betty, as she 
entered. “ lie got done with the mournings on Wednesday. 
He’s in the public-house, alang the road there, taking a 
dram wi’ a friend, and will be here immediately. John, I 
fancy, couldna win. Ye’re weel set doon, Janet,” she con- 
tinued, os she stood and stared at the room, turning round 
;md round. “My troth, hiss, ye. hae fa’n on y or feet at 
last. It was just as weel the sergeant de’cd. Sit ye there, 
(Jeordie, and see if ye can learn manners enough to hand 


yer tongue.” 

The little cousins, Geordie, Johnny, and Jessie, entered 
instantly into a clattering of friendly recognizances ; and 
the two mothers bustled forward to chairs alongside of their 
sister, the lady of the house, whose colour had como and 
,,nr twenty times, and all power of speech had been taken 
awny from her by a. discovery as sudden as it was unpleasant. 
\ , 1 what was In l.e done? Was the aristocratic Gri/.elda 

to sit and sec tea filled OUt for the wives and weans of a 
( | n n| yarns, and an nrtilieer of garments? Was tlm 
honour of the Geddeses of Cauldshotithers to lie scuttled 
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by a needle and a hackle-tooth ? But matters were not 
destined to remain even upon the poise of these pivots. 
The little nephew of Hallinyres, annoyed by the burgher- 
bairns, struck one of them a blow in the lace, which the 
spruce scion of the Lithgow tailor returned with far more 
gallantry than might have been expected from one of his 
degenerate caste. 1 lie cousin Johnny took the part of his 
relative ; and matters were fast progressing towards hostili- 
ties, when the lady of Hallmyres rose to quell the incipient 
affair. 

“Aff hands, my woman,” cried Peggy, suddenly leaving 
her chair. 

“Ay, ay,” added Betty, “ we hae at least a right to 
civility in the house o’ our sister. We come kindly and 
friendly, as may be seen frae what’s in my bundle — a 
glide bacon ham, and a gude cassimir waistcoat, sewed by 
Saunders’ ain hands, for the guidman o’ Cauldshouthers , 
and a’ we want is something like friendliness in return. 
Just let the bairns alane. They’ll gree fine when better 
acquaint.” 

“ Mrs. Geddes,” said Grizelda, with a puckered face and 

a starched manner, “ ye’ll better tak yer friends ben the 
house.” 

u Awa wi them !” added the laird. “ We maun hae a 
reckoning about a’ this.” 

“ There’s no the sma’est occasion for V responded Betty. 

The bairns will agree fine. Just let them play them- 
selves while we’re taking our tea. Saunders will be here 
immediately.” 

“ A guid advice,” added Peggy ; “ but wha are our 
friends, Janet? Canna ye speak, woman? This will be 
Mr. Geddes, my brither-in-law, I fancy ; and this will be 
Girzie, my gude-sister ; but as for the ithers, I ken nae 

mair about them than I do o’ the brothers and sisters o’ 
the sergeant, wham I never saw.” 
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“ And here comes Saunders, at last,” cried Betty, 
rising, and running to the window. “ I will gang and let 
him in.” 

Bustling to the door, she executed her purpose, and 
straightway appeared again, ushering in, with a face that 
told her pride in her husband, a Crispinite, wonderfully 
bien fait } dressed in a suit of glossy black, clean shaven, 
and as pale as any sprig of nobility. 

“Mr. Gcddes, I presume,” said he, rubbing his hands, 
which retained the marks of the needle, if not the dye of 
the mournings. 

“ Here’s a chair for ye, Saunders,” cried Betty. “ Ye’ll 
no be caring for tea, after the gill ye had wi* yer auld 
foreman, at the sign o’ the { Harrow,’ yonder. Had ye 
ony mair after I left ye ? I’m no sure about yer e’e. 
There’s mair glamour in’t than there should In*. Sit ye 
down, and I’ll bring the bundle with the ham and the 
waistcoat.” 

Grizclda held up her hands in amazement. 

“ For the love o’ heaven, leave us, good leddies,” she 
said to her friends. 

u ()h ay,” added the laird, “leave us, leave us, for 
mercy’s sake.” 

“You have got into a duckpool,” whispered the lady of 
Halhuyres, as sin* rose, followed by the Others} “ami 1 
wish you fair out of it. Good by --good by.” 
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A pleasanter little town than Pot ter well does not exist 
in that part of her Majesty’s dominions called Scotland. 
( )n one side, the hand of cultivation has covered a genial 
soil with richness and fertility. The stately mansion, 
“bosomed high in tufted trees,” occasionally invites the eye, 

m 

as it wanders over the landscape; while here and there, 
the river Wimpledown may be seen peeping out amid the 
luxuriant verdure of wood and plain, and seeming to con- 
centrate on itself all the radiance of any little sunshine 
that may be going. On the other side, again, are nothing 
but impracticable mountains — fine bluff old fellows — that 
evidently have an extensive and invincible contempt for 
Time, and, like other great ones of the earth, never carry 
any change about them. Look beyond these, and the pros* 
j ect is indeed a fine one — a little monotonous, perhaps, but 
s til a fine one — peak receding behind peak in endless series, 
a multitudinous sea of mountain tops, with noses as blue 

as a disappointed man’s face, or Miss Harriet Martineau’s 
stockings. 

With a situation presenting such allurements for the 
devotees of t he picturesque, is it wonderful that Potterwell 
became a favourite resort? By the best of good fortune, 
i n, a spring, close by, of a peculiarly nauseous character, 
had, a few years before the period we write of, attracted 
att<‘;r ion by throwing into violent convulsions sundry cows 
that had been so far left to themselves as to diiuk of it, 
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besides carrying off an occasional little boy or so, as a sort 
of just retribution for so far suppressing his natural tastes 
as to admit it within his lips. Dr. Scammony, however, 
had taken the mineral water under his patronage ; and his 
celebrated pamphlet upon the medicinal properties of the 
Potterwell Mephitic Assaibetida Waters at once fixed their 
reputation, while it materially augmented his own. A 
general subscription was projected, with a view to the 
erection of a pump-room. The plan took amazingly; and, 
from being left to work its way out, as best it might, 
through the diseased and misei'able weeds with which it 
was overgrown, the spring all at once found itself esta- 
blished in a handsome apartment, fitted up with a most 
benevolent attention to the wants of such persons as might 
repair thither with the probable chance — however little 
they might be conscious of the fact — of dying by a watery 
death. 

It was a bright sparkling morning in August, and there 
was an exhilarating freshness in the air, that caused the 
heart to leap up, and make the spirit as unclouded as the 
blue sky overhead. The pump-room was thronged, and 
every one congratulated his neighbour on the beauty of 
the morning. 

u At your post as usual, Slnkeley I M said a smartly-dressed 
young man, stepping up to Mr. Stukeley — a well-known 
free pienter of (he wells linen their first celebrity — and 
shaking him warmly by tin* hand. u 1 do believe you are 
retained as a check upon the pump woman, that you keep 
0UOh a strict look out idler her customers. How many 
doses has she administered to-day? Come now, out with 
your note-book, and let me see.” 

“ Oh, my dear Frank, if you really want to know, l am 
the man for you — Old Cel l on of Dundee, four and a-lialf, 
and his daughter took oil’ the balance of the sis:. What 
do you think I heard him whisper to her? Hoot, lassie, 
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talc it aft, it s a paid for;’ and she, poor soul, was forced 
. to gulp it down, that he mighl have the satisfaction of 
knowing that lull value had ! een given for his penny. 
Then there was Runrig the farmer from Mid-Lothian, h:ilf- 
a-dozen; the man has a frame of iron, and a cheek as 
fresh as new-mown hay ; but somebody had told him the 
water would do him good, and he has accordingly taken 
enough to make him ill for a fortnight. Then, there was 
Deacon Dobies rich widow — fat, lair, and forty — she got 
pretty well through the seventh tumbler ; but, it’s a way 
■with her, when she begins drinking, not to know when to 
stop ; which, by the way, may account for her having 
been, for some time, as she elegantly expresses it, ‘ gey an 

nervish ways, whiles.’ After her came” And Stukeley 

was going on to enumerate the different visiters of the 
morning, checking them off upon his fingers as he pro- 
ceeded, when his friend, Frank Preston, stopped him. 

“ For ] eaven’s sake, have done ; and tell me, if you 

can, who those two fops of fellows are at the foot of the 

room ? They only came a week ago ; and, though nobody 

knows who they are, they have made the acquaintance of 
half the people here/’ 

“ I see nothing very odd in that. I know nothin- 0 f 
the men ; but they dress well, and are moderately good- 
g, and have just sufficient assurance to pass ofFupou 
the uninitiated for ease o; manner and fashionable breed- 
ing. A pair of parvenus, no doubt; but what is your 
motive for asking so particularly about them?” 

<< 5 h ’ n i ° thing ’ nothi ng ! Only, I am to meet them at 
tie Cheesh,™ to-night, and I wished to know something 


ter plk ''n • ’™ d , “ thi “ 9 ' ,arter ? A rIral > M«- 

IP 14 1S there the shoe pinches, is it ? ” 

“A rival-nonsense! What should I care whether the 
puppies are attentive to Emily Cheesham or not ? ” 
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^ 1','* more to lier than to her sister Fanny? I men- 
tioned no names. Ha! Master Frank, you see I have 
caught you. Come, come, tell me what it is annoys you?” 

“Well,” stammered out Frank Preston, — “well, the 
fact is — the fact is, one of them has been rather particular 
in his attentions to Emily, and X am half-inclined to think 
she gives him encouragement.” 

“And, suppose she does, I see nothing in that but the 
1 1 armless vanity of a girl, pleased to have another dangler 
under her spell.” 

“That is all very well, but I don't like it a bit. It may 
be so, and it may not. Her encouragement to him is very 
marked, and I don’t feel easy under it at all, I don’t.” 

“ Why, Frank, you must both have a very poor opinion 

<>f Miss Emily, and be especially soft yourself, to give 
yourself any concern in the matter. If you have deemed 

her worthy of your regards, and she has given you warrant 

for thinking you have a claim upon them, and yet she now 

throws you off to make way for this newer lover, your 

course is a dear one. Turn from her at once, and fortiiy 

yourself with old Withers’ lines — 

1 If bIio bo not mado for mo 
Wlmt oaro I for whom nIio bo.’” 


“ Excellent philosophy, if one could but act upon it. Put 
what annoys me about the business is, t hat I am SUT0 these 
fellows an- a pair of sn<>l>s, ami are playing themselves off 
for something greater than they are.” 

“ Very possibly} but that is just a stronger reason for 
taking my advice. If Miss Emily can be gratified with the 
attentions of such persons, leave her to the full enjoy- 
ment of them. Doli’t make yourself miserable for her 
lolly.” 

“Oh, l don’t make myself miserable at all, not in the 
least; only, I should like to find out who the fellows 


are. 


if 
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The young men, of whom IT-esfcon and Stukeley ! nd been 
speaking, and who now lounged up the room, describing 
|H ^jj m * c * rc l es ''vith their legs at every step they took, were 
certainly never meant for the ordinary tear and wear of 
the hard-working every-day world. Their dress had too 
fine a gloss upon it for that, their hair much too gracefully 
disposed. They were both rather below the middle size, 
both dark in the complexion, but one of them much more 
so than the other. The darker slip of humanity had culti- 
vated the growth of his hair with singular success. It fell 
away in masses from his forehead and temples, and curled, 
like the rings of the young vine, over the velvet collar 
that capped a coat of symmetrical proportions. Circlii - 
round the cheeks, and below the chin, it somewhat ob° 
traded upon the space which is generally occupied by the 
face, so that his head might truly be said to be a mass of 
hair, slightly interspersed with features. His friend, again 
^|t|avm| monotony, had varied the style of his upper works! 
and his locks were allowed to droop in long, lanky, melan- 
choly tangles down his sallow cheeks ; while, perched upon 
eit lei ip, might be seen a feathery-looking object, not to 
be accounted for, but on the supposition that it was intended 
to seduce the public into a belief of its being a moustache. 
Loth were showily dressed. Both had stocks terminating 
in a cataract of satin that emptied itself into tartan velvet 

waistcoats, worn probably in honour of the country; both 
a go c lams innumerable, twisting in a multiplicity of 
convolutions across these waistcoats ; both had on yellow 

minute 0 ^ ° Unimpeachable P urit 7> and both carried 
nnute canes of imitation ebony, with which, at intervals 

hey flogged, one the right and the other the left W wi h 

the most painful ferocity. They were a noble pair ; alike 
yet, oh, how different ! 1 ’ ’ 

“Eugene, my boy, ’’ said the darker of the two, in a tone 
of voice loud enough to let half the room hear the interest- 
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ing communication, “ we must see what sort of stuff this 
here water is — we must, positively/’ 

Konst eggs, Adolph, whisked in bilge-water, with a 

‘usty tenpenny nail. Faugh 1 I’m smashed if I taste it.” 

Not so bad that for you,” returned Adolph, smiling 

faintly ; “ bus; you must really pay your respects to the 
waters.” 


“ ’P° n ™y soul, I shawn’t. I had enough of that so’t 

of thing in Jummany, the time I was ova with Ned 
Hexham.” 


“ That was 1 he time, wasn’t it, that you brought me over 
that choice lot of cigaws ? ” 

“I believe it was,” responded Eugene, with the most 
impressive indifference, as if he wished it to be understood 
that he had been so often there that he could not recall the 
particulars of any one visit. 

11 1 know something of Seidlitz and Seltzer myself,” re- 
i imed the darker Adonis, “ and Soda water too, by Jove, 
for that matter, and they’re not bad things either, when 
one’s been making a night of it, so I'll have a try at this 
Potterwell fluid, and see how it does for a change.” 


In this manner the two friends proceeded, to the infinite 
enlightenment ol those about them, who, being greatly 

Mi iirk with their easy and facetious maimers, stood admir- 
ingly by with looks ol evident delight I The young men saw 
the impression they were making, and, desirous of keeping 

ii up, went on to ask the priestess of the spring, how often, 
and in what quantities she found it neeessary to doctor it 

with Glauber salts, brimstone, and assafootida. The joke 


look immensely, Sueli of the bystanders as could laugh— 

for the internal agitation produced by the oathartio pro* 

lMTlirs of their morning draught, made that a somewhat 
difficult and dangerous experiment — did so; and various 

young men, of no very definite character, but who seemed 
to support tho disguise of gentlemen with considerable pain 
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to themselves, sidled up, and endeavoured to strike into 

conversation with our Tsisus and Euryalus, thinking to 

sliare by contact the glory which they had won. All they 

got for their pains, however, was a stare of coo.' indi 1 Terence. 

ihe friends were as great adepts in the art and mystery of 

cutting , as the most iashionable tailor could be; an !, alter 

volunteering a few ineffectual efforts at sprightliness, these 

awkward aspirants to fame were forced to fall back, 

abashed and crest-fallen, in;o the natural insignificance of 
their character. 


_ These proceedings did not pass unnoticed by Preston and 
his elderly friend, who made their own observations upon 
them , but were prevented from saying anything on the 
subject to each other by the entrance of a party, which 
diverted their attention in a different direction. These 
were no other than Mrs. Cheesham and her two accom- 
plished daughters, Miss Emily and Miss Fanny Cheesham. 
Mrs. Cheesham’s personal appearance may be passed over 
very biiefly ; as no one, so far as is known, ever cared 
about it but herself. She was vain, vulgar, and affected ; 
end of finery and display ; and the one dominant passion of 
her n te was to insinuate herself and her family into fashion- 
able society, and secure a brilliant match for her daughters. 
Ihey, again, were a pair of attractive showy girls ; Emily 
Ihppant^ sparkling, lively ; Fanny, demure, reserved, and 
cold. Emily s eyes were dark and lustrous-you saw the 
best »f them at cnee , and her look, alert and wilked 

These corresponded well with a well-rounded figure, a rosy 
complexion and full pouting lips, that were “ ruddier than 
the cherry. ’ Fanny was tall and “ stately in her going 
pa e, but without that look of sickliness which generally 
accompanies such a complexion, and her eyes, beautiful as 

bX7 611 1Ut ° Plaj ’ Were S enera % shrouded 

>y the drooping of her eyelids, like those of one who is 
accustomed to be frequently self-inwrapt. With 

64 
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you might sport in jest and raillery by the hour ; but with 
Fanny you always felt, as it were, bound to be upon your 
best behaviour. They passed up the room, distributing 
nods of recognition, and occasionally stopping to allow 
Mi's. Oheesham to give her invitations to a soiree musicalt 
which she intended to get up that evening. 

“ Your servant, ladies, 11 said old Stukeley, raising his 
hat, while his friend followed his example. “You are late. 
I was afraid we were not to have the pleasure of seeing you 
this morning. Pray, Miss Emily, what new novel or poem 
was it that kept you awake so late last night that you have 
lost ha! f this glorious morning ? Tell me the authors name, 
that I may punish the delinquent, by cutting up his book, 
in the next number of our review?” 

M < Jut it up, and you will do more than I could ; for 1 
found myself nodding over the second page, and I feel the 
drowsiness about me still.” 

“ The opiate — the opiate, Miss Emily? Who was its 
compounder ? He must be a charmer indeed.” 

k Himself and his printer knows. < Uily some unhappy 
bard, who dubs us women 1 The angels of life, 5 and misuses 
us vilely through a dozen cantos of halting verse. The 
poor man has forgot the story 

1 Of man’s first disobedience, and the fruit 
Of that forbidden tree whose mortal taste 
Brought death into the world and all our woe/ 

or he would have christened us daughters of Eve by a very 
different name.” 

“ 0 you little rogue ! you are too hard upon this devo- 
tee to your dear deluding sex. it is on ! y his excess of 
politeness that has made him forget his historical reading.” 

“His politeness! Fiddlestick! I would as soon have 
a troop of boys inflict the intolerable tediousness of their 
calf-love upon me as endure the rhapsodies of a booby, 
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who strips us o: our good flesh and blood, frailties and all, 
to etherealize us into an incomprehensible compound of 
teais, sighs, moonshine, music, love, flowers, and hysterics.** 
“Emily, how you run on!” broke in Mrs. Cheesham. 
M y deal Mr. Stukeley, really you i ust not encourage 
the girl in her nonsense. I declare, I sometimes think her 
tongue runs away with her wits.” 

Better that, I’m sure, madam, than have it run away 

without them, responded Stukeley, in a deprecating tone, 

which threw Mrs. Cheesham, whose intellect was none o! 
the acutest, completely out. 

“ Girls, there are Mr. Blowze and Mr. Lilylipz,” said 

Mrs. Cheesham, looking in the direction of the friends 

Adolph and Eugene ; “ you had better arrange with them 
about coming this evening.” 

Emily advanced, with her sister, to the engaging pa i r 
who received them with that peculiar contortion of th<> 
body, between a jerk and a shuffle, which young men are 
m the habit of mistaking for a bow, and was soon deep in 

the heart of a flirtation with Adolph, while Fanny stood 
listening to the vapid nothings of Eugene, a very model of 
passive endurance. Frank Preston was anything but an 

, . ; nor was Emily blind to 

t IS ; but, like a wilful woman, she could not forbear 

p aymg t e petty tyrant, and exercising freely the power 
to torment which she saw that she possessed ^ 

tf^ 1 *“* oon- 

You are Id rf “ We “ e *° W “ **>• mala 

u aie fond of music, Mr. Stukeley, I know- and 

pressing can be necessary to an ama toor like you Mr 

M “** r ™ y ° U - meet acme y e ry Z 

P P e. r. and Mrs. M’Skrattachan, highly respectable 

connections. Mr. M’Skrattachan’s mother’s sister^ 2 
no, IS aunts mother’s sister— yes, that was it-Mr. 
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M‘Skrattachan’s aunt’s mother’s sister; and yet I dont 
know — I dare say I was right before — at all events, it u as 
one or other of them — married a second cousin some- 
thing of that kind— of the Duke of Argyle, by the mother’s 
side. They had a large estate in Skye or Koss-shire I 
am not sure which, but it was somewhere thereabout.” 

Stukeley and Preston were glad to cover their retreat by 
acceptance of Mrs. Cheesham’s invitation ; and, leaving 
her to empty the dregs of the details which she 1 iad begun 
i nto the willing ears of some of her more submissive friends, 

they made tlieir escape from the pumproom. 

Slopbole Cottage, where the Cheesham’s were domicili- 
ated during their sojourn at Potterwell, was situated upon 
the banks of the Wimplcdown, at a distance of somewhat 
less than a quarter of a mile from the burgh. It had, at 
one time, been a farm-house; but, within a few years, it 
had been recast : and, by the addition of a bow window, a 
trellised door, and a few of the usual et ceteras, it had been 
converted into what is by courtesy termed a cot iage 0) nee. 
£ was an agreeable place, for all that, shaded by the rem- 
nants of a fine old wood -the rustling ol whoso foliage 
made pleasant music, as it blended with the over-sounding 

plush and rushing ot the stream. 

When Prank Preston arrived at Slopbole Cottage that 
evening, he found the drawing-room already well stocked 
with the usual components of a tea-party. The 1 wo ex- 
quisites of the morning he saw, to his dismay, were already 
there. Adolph was assiduously Sacrificing to the charms 
and wit of Miss Emily, while his shadow, Eugene, was— 
but Preston did not care about that— as much engaged m 

Macadamising his great concept ions into small talk suitable 
for the int ellectual capacity ofMiss Fanny. M rs. Cheesliam 
regarded these proceedings willi entire satisfaction. >o 
(Vidals, to her mind, were men <>l birth, fashion, am oi- 
tune, and the very men for her daughters. Besides, I icm 
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was a mystery about them that was charming. Nobody 
knew exactly who they were, although everybody was sure 
they were somebody. None but great people ever travel 
incog. They, were evidently struck by her daughters. 
Things were in a fair train; and, if she could but make a 
match of it, Mrs. Cheesham thought she might then fold 
her hands across, and make herself easy for life. Her 
daughters would be the wives of great men, and she was 
their mother, and every one knows what an important per- 
sonage a wife’s mother is. 

“ Two very fine young men, Mr. Francis,” said Mrs. 
Cheesham. “ Extremely intelligent people. And so good 

looking! Quite distingue , too. It is not everyday one 
meets such people.” 

Fiank Fieston threw in the necessat v (quantity of **yos’$,’’ 

ceitainly s, and so forth, while Mrs. Cheesham con- 
tinued — 

“ The y seem rather taken with my girls,' don’t they ? 
Mr. Blowze is never away from Emily’s side. His atten- 
tions are quite marked. Don’t you think, now, they’d 
make a nice pair? They’re both so lively— always saying 
such clever lungs. I never knew Emily so smart either"- 
but that girl’s all animation — all spirits. I always said 
Emily would never do but for a rattle of a husband— a 
man that could talk as much as herself. It does not do 
you know, really it does not do for the wife to have too 
much of the talk to herself. I make that a principle; and 
as I often tell Cheesham, I let him have it all his own wav’ 

argue a point with him.” 

This was, of course, an exceedingly agreeable strain of 
conversation to the lover, to whom it was no small relief 
when Mrs. Cheesham quitted his side to single out her 
musical friends for the performance of a quartette. At h er 
summons, these parties were seen to emerge from the vari- 
ous recesses where they had been concealing themselves. 


TALES OP THE BORDERS. 


150 


in all the majesty of silence, as is the way with musical 
amateurs in general. Miss Fanny, who was really an 
accomplished performer, was called to preside at the piano- 
forte, and Mr. Lilylipz rushed before to adjust the music- 
stool and turn over the leaves for her Mr. Blewitt got 
out his t lute, and, after screwing it together, commenced 
a series of blasts upon it, which were considered neces- 
sary to the process of tuning. Mr. Harrower, the violon- 
cello player, turned up the wristbands of his coat, placed 
his handkerchief on his left knee, and, after a preliminary 
flourish or two of his hands, began to grind his violoncello 
into a proper sharpness of pitch. Not to be behind the 
rest, Mr. Fogle screwed his violin strings first up, and then 
he screwed them down, and then lie proceeded to screw 
them up again, with a waywardness of purpose that might 
have been extremely diverting, if its effects had not been 
so very distressing to the ears. Having thus begot a due 
degree of attention in their audience, thcperformers thought 
of trying how the results of their respective preparations 
tallied. 

“Miss Fanny, will you be kind enough to sound your 
A ?” lisped Mr. Blewitt. 

Miss Fanny did sound her A, and again a dissonance 
broke for tli that would have thrown Orpheus into fits. It 
was then discovered that the damp had reduced the piano 
nearly a whole tom* below pitch, and Mr. Blew ill’s flute 
could not be brought down to a level with it by any con- 
trivance. The musicians, however, were not to be baulked 
in their purpose for this, ami f hey agreed to proceed with 

the flute some half a tom* higher than the other instru- 
ments. But there was a world of preliminary work yet to 

be gone* through; tables lmd to be adjusted, and books 

had to be built upon music stands. But the tables would 
not stand conveniently, and the books would fall, and then 
all the work of ad just ment and library architecture lmd to 
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be gone over again. At last these matters were put to 
rights, and, after a few more indefinite vagaries by Messrs. 
Blewitt, Harrower, and Fog'e, the junto made a dash into 
the heart of one of Haydn’s quartette. The piano kept 
steadily moving through the piece. Miss Fanny knew her 
work, and she did it. The others did not know theirs, and 
they did for it. After a few faint squeaks at the beginning, 
Mr. Blewitt's flute dropped out of hearing altogether, and, 
just as everybody had set it down as defunct, it began to 
give token of its existence by a wail or two rising through 
the storm of sounds with which the performance closed, 
and then made up its leeway by continuing to vapour away 
for some time after the rest had finished. 

“ Bless my heart, are you done?” cried Mr. Blewitt, 
breaking oft in the middle of a solo, which he found him- 
self performing to his own astonishment. 

Mr. Harrower and Mr. Fogle threw up their eyes with 
an intensity of contempt that defies description. To be 
sure, neither of them had kept either time or tune all the 
way through. Mr. i larrower’s violoncello had growled 
and groaned, at intervals, in a manner truly pitiable ; and 
Mr. Fogle's bow had done nothing but dance and leap, in 
a perpetual staccato from the first bar to the last, to the 
entire confusion of both melody and concord. But they 
had both managed to be in at the death, and were there- 
fore entitled to sneer at the unhappy flutist. Mr. Eugene 
Lilylipz, who had annoyed Miss Fanny throughout the 
performance, by invariably turning over the leaf at the 
viong place, now broke into a volley of raptures, of which 
the words “Devaine” and “ Chawming,” were among the 
principal symbols. A buzz of approbation ran round the 
room, warm in proportion to the relief which the cessation 
of the Dutch concert afforded, Mr. Harrower and his 
coadjutors grew communicative, and vented an infinite 
quantity of the jargon of dilettanteism upon each other, 
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and upon those about them. They soon got into a discus- 
sion upon the merits of different composers, whose names 
served them to bandy to and fro in the battledore and 
shuttlecock of conversation. Beethoven was cried up to 
the seventh heaven by Mr. Harrow er, lor his grandeur and 

sublimity, and all that sort of thing. 

“ There is a Miltonic greatness about the man! ” he ex- 
claimed, throwing his eyes to the ceiling, in the contem- 
plation of a visionary demigod. “A vastness, a massive- 
ness, an incomprehensible — eh, eh ? — ah, I can’t exactly 
tell what, that places him far above all other writers." 

“ Every man to his taste,” insinuated Mr. Blewitt ; ‘ 

I certainly like what I can understand best. Now I don’t 
understand Beethoven} but X cciti unde rstand klozart, 01 

Weber, or ITaydn.” 

« i t i s very well if you do!” retorted the violoncellist, 
reflecting probably on the recent specimen Mr. Blewitt 
had given of his powers. “ It is more than everybody 

does, 1 can tell you.” 

“ Od, gentlemen, hut. it’s grand music onyliow, and ex- 
ceeding justice you have done it, if I may speak my mind. 
But ye ken, Bin no great shakes of a judge. 

This was the opinion volunteered by Mr. Cheesham, 
who saw the musicians were giving symptoms of that ten- 
dency to discord for which they arc proverbial, and threw 
out a sop to their vanity, which at once restored them to 
order. As he said himself, Mr. cheesham was no great 
judge of music, nor, indeed, of any of the fine arts. He had 

mni thought loss; and yet, since he had become 
independent of the world, lm was fond of assuming an an- 

of knowledge, that was exceedingly amusing. There was 

nothing, *for instanoe, that he liked better to be talking 
about than history; and, nevertheless, that Hannibal was 

killed at the battle (if Urn log, and -lulius Osar be- 

headed by Henry the Eighth, were foots which lm would 
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probably have had no hesitation in admitting, upon any 
reasonable representation. 

By this time, Mr. Stulceley had joined the party, and 
was going his rounds, .chatting, laughing, quizzing, and 
prosing, according to the different characters of the people 
whom he talked with. When he reached Mr. Cheesham, 
he found him in earnest conversation with Mr. Lilylipz, 
regarding the ruins of Tinglebury, an abbey not far from 
Potterwe.ll, of which the architecture was pronounced, by 
Mr. Lilylipz, to be “ suttinly transcar d ent, beyond anythin!*. 
It is of that pure Graeco-Gothic, which was brought over 
by William the Conqueror, and went out with the 
Saxons.” 

Stulceley encouraged the conversation, drawing out the 
presumptuous ignorance of Mr. Lilylipz, and the rusty 
nomeanings of the parent ( 'heesliam into strong relief. 

u Gentlemen, excuse me for breaking up your tete-a-tete . 
Have you got upon 4 Shakspeare, taste, and the musical 
glasses?’” said Miss Emily, joining the trio. “Mr. Lily- 
lipz, your friend tells me you sing. Will you break the 
dullness, and favour us ? ” 

“Oh, I never do sing; and, besides, I am suffering 
from hoarseness.” 

“ Come, come,” replied Miss Emily, “ none of these ex- 
cuses, or we shall expect to find a very Braham, at least.” 

“Now, really!” remonstrated Mr. Lilylipz. 

“ never mind his nonsense, Miss Cheesham,” ex- 
elanned ML Blowze, from the other side of the room. 
“ Lilylipz sings an uncommonly good song, when lie likes. 
Give us * the Rose of Cashmere, 1 or 4 She wore a wreath of 
Roses.’ :Come away, now — no humbug ! ” 

“ Oh, that will be delightful 1— pray, dosing!” were the 
exclamations of a dozen voices, at least. “Mr. Lilylipz 1 
song! shouted the elderly gentlemen of the party; and, 
forthwith, an awful stillness reigned throughout the apart- 
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ment. Upon this, Mr. Lilylipz blew bis nose, coughed 
thrice, and, throwing himself back in s is chair, n vetted 
his eyes, with the utmost intensity, upon a corner of the 
ceiling. Every one held back his breath in expectation, 
and the interesting young man opened upon the assem- 
blage with a ballad all about an Araby maid, to whom a 
Christian knight was submitting proposals of olojvment, 
which the lady appeared to be by no means averse to, for 
each stanza ended with the refrain, Away, away, away 1 
signifying that the parties meant to be off somewhere as 
fast as possible. Mr. Lilylipz had just concluded verse 
the first, and the “Away, away, away!” had powerfully 
excited the imagination of the young ladies present, when 
the door opened, and the clinking of crystal ware announced 
the inopportune entrance of a maidservant bearing a tray- 
ful of glasses filled with that vile imbroglio of hot water 


and sugar coloured with wine, which passes in gen 
circles by the name of negus. All eyes turned towards 
the door, and Mrs. Cheesliam exclaimed, “Sally, be quiet!” 
but Mr. Eugene was too much enrapt by bis own perform- 
ance to feel the disturbance, and he tore away through 
verse the second with kindling enthusiasm. “Away, away, 
riw.iyl" sang the vocalist, when a crash and a scream 
arrested his progress. The servant maid had dropped the 
tray, and the glasses were rolling to and fro upon the floor 
in a confusion of fragments, while the delinquent, Sully, 
, hrieking at 1 1n- top of her voice, was making her way out 
;il, the. door with all the speed she was mistress of. 

“What the devil’s that?” oried one. The careless 

slut!" screamed another. “ Such thoughtlessness 1" sug- 
rr.Mod a third. “What the deuce could tin- woman 
V" asked a fourth. “ It's Ike Inst night she sets foot 
in my house I ” exclaimed Mrs. Cheesluun, thrown oil her 

dieiity by the sudden shock. 

u tAss me, you look unwell 1" said Mr. Cheesham to Mr. 
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Lilylipz, who had turned deadly pale, and was altogether 

looking excessively unhappy. 

“ Oh, it is nothing. Only a constitutional nervousness. 

The start, the surprise, that sort of thing, you know; but 

it will go off in a moment. I shall just take a turn in the 

air for a little, and 111 be quite better.’ 1 

The ladies were engaged in the contemplation of the 
wreck at the other end of the room, and Mr. Lilylipz, 
accompanied by his friend, stepped out at one of the draw- 
ing-room windows, which opened out upon the lawn. 
Frank Preston looked after them, and saw them in the 
moonlight, passing down the banks of the river among the 
trees, apparently engaged in earnest conversation. 

“ What do you think of this business, eh?” said Stukeley, 
rousing him from a reverie, by a tap upon the shoulder. 
41 Queerisli a little, isn't it?” 

“ < >ueerish not a little, I think ; and blow me if I don’t 
get to the bottom of it, or the devil's in it. That girl 
knows something of Mr. Eugene, 111 be sworn. We must 
get out of her what it is.” 

“ Oh, no doubt she does. It wasn’t the song that threw 
her off, although it was certainly vile enough for anything; 
it was himself; that is as clear as day. Let us off, hunt 
out the wench, and get the secret from her.” 

They left the room by the open window, and passing 
round the house to the servants’ entrance, walked into the 
kitchen, where they found Sally labouring under strong 
excitement, as she narrated the incident which had led to 

her precipitate retreat from the drawing-room. 

• — 

“To think of seeing him here; the base deceitful wretch! 
Cocked up in the drawing-room, forsooth, as if that were a 
place for him or the likes of him. Set him up indeed — a 

pretty story. But I know’d as how he’d never come to no 
good 1 ” 

“ Who is he, my dear?” inquired Stukeley. 
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“ Who is he, sir ! — wio should lie be but Tom Newlands, 
the son of Dame Newlands of our village.” 

“ Oh, you must certainly be mistaken.” 

“ Never a bit mistaken am I, • sir. I have too good 
reason for remembering him, the wretch ! lh, if 1 had 
him here, 1 wouldn’t give it him, I wouldn’t? I'd sarve 
him out, the deludin’ scoundrel But lie never was good 
for nothing since he went into the haberdashery line.” 
u A haberdasher, is he ? Capital! — capital! hie man 

of fashion, eh, Frank?” 

“ The young man of distingue appearance !” 

“And who’s his friend, Sally?” 

MVhat! the other chap? Oh, 1 don’t know anything 
about him, except that lie’s one of them man millinery 
fellows; and a precious bad lot they are, I know.” 

“ Glorious I — glorious!” cried Stukeley, crying with de- 
light, as lie walked out of the place with his friend. 

I lere’s a discovery for some folks, isn’t it? The brilliant 
alliance, the high family, et cetera, et cetera, all dwindled 
into a measurer of tapes. Aren’t you proud of having had 
such a rival ? ” 

“ Oh, come, don’t be too hard upon me on that point. 
Mum, here we are at the drawing-room again. Not a 
word of what we have heard. If those scamps have made 
themselves scarce, as I think they have, good and well. 
But, if they venture to show face here again, I shall cer- 
tainly feel it to ho my duty to pull their noses, and eject 
them from the premises by a summary process.” 

“Oh, never Imr, they will not. put you to the trouble. 

They are nil Ini' good and all, or 1 am no piophei. 

Stukeley was m-ih. The evening passed on, and the 
friends returned not. Infinite were the surmises which 
iheir absence occasioned, hut the geneial conclusion was, 

that the interesting Mr. Ldlylipe had found himself worse, 

and had retired to his inn lor the night, along with his 
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faithful Achates. Morning came, but the friends did not 
make their appearance at the pumproom as usual. They 
were not at their inn ; they were not in Potterwell. Whither 
they had wended, no one knew ; but, like the characters 
in the ballad, which had been so oddly broken off, they 
were u away, away, away.” They had come like shadows, 
and like shadows they had departed. 

Some months afterwards, Mrs. Cheesham and her daugh- 
ter Emily entered one of the extensive drapery ware- 
houses of Edinburgh, to invest a portion of their capital in 
the purchase of a mousseline de laiue . They had seen an 
advertisement which intimated that no lady ought, in 
justice to herself, to buy a dress o this description without 
first inspecting that company’s stock of the article. They 

were determined to do themselves justice, and they went 
accordingly. 

u Eugene,” said the superintendent of the place, “ shew 
these la lies that parcel of goods. A very superior article, 
indeed.” Eugene! Eugene! the ladies had good reason 
ijo r ‘be the name; and what was their surprise, on 
looking round, to see the exquisite of Potterwell bending 
under a load o:; dress pieces ? If their surprise was great, 
infinitely greater was his dismay. Iiis knees shook ; his 
eyes grew dim; his head giddy. His hands lost their 
power, and, dropping the bundle, the unhappy Eugene 
stumbled over it in a manner painfully ignoble. Mrs. 
and Miss Cheesham turned to quit the shop, when there, 
behind them, stood the dashing Adolph. “The devil!” 
lie exclaimed, and, ducking dexterously under the counter, 
disappeared among sundry bales that were piled beyond it. 
The lesson was not lost. Mrs. Cheesham had had quite 
enough of quality-hunting to satisfy her; and Miss Emily 

^at ^ was desirable to be wise as well as witty, 
and gave her hand to Frank Preston, who forgave her 
: iporary apostacy, not only because it had been smartly 
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punislied by the result, but for the sake o i the many 
estimable qualities which Miss Cheesham really possessed.# 
Miss Fanny still roams, “ in maiden meditation, fancy 
free/* but she cannot do so long, or there is no skill in 
man. At all events, when she does want a husband, she 
will not po in search oi him to Country QUARTERS* 
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“ When the devil was sick, the devil a monk would bo ; 

When the devil grew well, the devil a monk was he.” 

In that very ancient and very filthy quarter of the town 
ot Leith, called the Coal Hill, there flourished, in days 
of yore, a certain hostelrie kept by one David Wemyss. 
This house, which was distinguished by the figure of a ship, 
carved in high relief in stone over the lintel of the door, 
was one of good repute, and much resorted to by the sea- 
faring people who frequented the port. 

But it was not alone the good cheer and reasonable 
charges, for both of which “The Ship” was remarkable, that 
brought so many customers to David Wemyss: for this 
patronage he was as much indebted to his own civil and 
obliging manner, as to the considerations just mentioned, 
although, doubtless, these had their due weight with alt 
considerate and reflecting men. 

With all David’s civility of manner, however, there was 
thought to be a spice of the rogue in him ; just the small- 
est thing possible ; but it was a sort of good-liumoured 
roguery. In the small trickery he practised, there was as 
much to laugh at as to deprecate ; for, being a facetious 
sort of personage himself, everything he did — good, bad, 
and indifferent had a touch, less or more, of this quality 
about it ; so that he could hardly be said to have been 

tt!H a || it eSS for llis le ft~kanded propensities ; the 
more especially that these were never exhibited in his 

dealings with his guests or customers, to whom he always 

acted the part of an obliging and conscientious landlord. 
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He knew this to be for his interest, and therefore did he 
abide by it. 

At the period at which our story opens, namely, the year 
1559, the Reformation, if it had not yet driven papacy 
entirely out of the land, had, at least, compelled it to retire 
into holes and corners, and to avoid, as much as possible, 
the public eye. < )ne of the last retreats of the denounced 
religion in its adversity, was the preceptory of St. Anthony, 
in Leith. Lor the protection, or rather endurance, which 
it found here, it was indebted to the circumstance of the 
town’s being, in an especial manner, under the patronage 
of Mary of Guise or Lorraine, the mother oi the unfortu- 
nate Scottish queen of that name. 

Conceiving Leith to be, as it was, a convenient point 
from which to correspond with trance, and well situated 
for the reception of such supplies as might be sent her 
from that country, to enable her to make head against 
her discontented nobles, Mary made the own, as it were, 
her own ; and to identify herself still more closely with it, 
made it also, for some time, her place of residence. 

To this circumstance, then, was it owing, that alter they 
had almost wholly disappeared everywhere else, a few 
monks might still be seen moving stealthily and crest- 
fallen through the streets of Leith. These belonged to 
the preceptory of St. Anthony, which stood at the upper 
or western end of the long, tortuous street, called the 


Kirk gate. 

But even from this, one of its last places of refuge, was 
prelacy now about to be driven. The town, at the parti- 
cular period to which our tale refers, was besieged by the 
lords of the congregation, aided by an army of three thou- 
sand English, under Lord Gray of Wilton, who had been 
despatched lor this purpose by Elizabeth, to whom the 
Reformers had appealed in their necessities. 

The reader, then, will understand that he is in a be* 


THE MONK OF ST. ANTHONY. 


161 


leaguered town : that he is in Leith during the famous siege 
of that ancient seaport ; when it was invested on all sides 
by the enemies of prelacy, and against whom it was de- 
fended, chiefly by a body of french troops, under a general 
of the name of D’Oysel, who had been sent from France 
to aid the Queen Regent in maintaining her authority in 
the kingdom. 

I Laving despatched these preliminaries, we proceed with 
our story. 

It was on a certain evening in the latter end of April, 
or beginning of May, 1559, that mine host of “ The 
Ship” was suddenly summoned from his cellar, at a 
moment when he was employed in tapping a new hogs- 
head of claret, by a gentle rap at a quiet back door which 

stood just beside the hatchway that led to the cellar in 
question. 

This door, which had been contrived, or struck out, for 

the accommodation of private and confidential customers, 

who did not care to be seen entering “ The Ship” by the 

front door, was accessible only through a complicated laby- 

1 in ol mean buildings, on a spot still known by the name 

of the Peat Neuk, and so called, from its having been the 

public depository of that description of fuel, before coals 

came into the general use in which they now are, an> ! have 
long been. 

“ Wha s this ?” muttered David Wemyss to himself, on 

hearing the gentle rap at the back door above spoken 

of, and, at the same time, laying down a bright tankard 

of claret, which he had just drawn from the newly 

broached hogshead. “Lang Willie Wilson, the herrin 

curer, I dare say, or the skipper o’ the Cut-luggit Sow o’ 
Kirkcaldy.” 

Thus conjecturing who his visiter might be, David 
’tt cmyss approached the door, undid its fastenings, and 
admitted, not Willie Wilson, the herring curer, nor the 

65 
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Kirkcaldy skipper, but a certain worthy brother of the 
preceptory of St. Anthony, by name Peter Drinkhooly. 
Peter, who wore the dress of his order, namely, a loose, 
black cloth gown, had long been one of mine host of 
u The Ship’s” private and confidential customers. I Le 
dearly loved a stoup of fresh claret ; but both his cha- 
racter and calling compelled him to go cautiously about 
such carnal indulgences, and to trust no front doors with 
his secret. 


Peter, however, although addicted to vinous propensi- 
ties, was not what could be called a “ jolly friar.” He was 
rather a quiet, maudlin sort of a toper ; neither boisterous 
in manner, nor reckless in disposition. He could, however, 
drink with the face of clay. 

“Oh, father, is that you ?” said David, on perceiving the 
black gown and slouched hat of his visiter. “I thocht it 
had been Willie Wilson, or the skipper. Stap awa in by 
there,” pointing to the well-known sanctum of the back- 
door customers ; “ and I’ll gie ye a tasting o' a fresh tap 1 

was just at whan ye cam in.” 

Without saying a word in reply, Friar Drinkhooly glided 

into the little dark closet indicated by mine host, and there 
awaited the reappearance of the latter from the cellar with 
the promised sample of the new butt. Both quickly came. 

“ Awfu’ times — father, awfu’ times thae,” said David, 
placing a tankard of claret on the table, and seating him- 
self directly opposite his guest. “ If this siege continues 
muck hi lunger, guid kens what’ll become o’ us. They tell 
me that some o’ the Frenchmen hae ta’en to eatin their 
ile.nl horses already, for want o’ better provender. But 
they can cook up onything, thae Frenchers, and oan mak, 
I’m tell’t. a savoury mess oot o’ a pair o’ auld boots. But 
tak a mouth in’ o’ that,” continued mine host, shoving 
the tankard towards his guest, “ an # tell me what ye think 
o’ our new browst. 1 
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Father I 'rinkhooly, who had not yet spoken a word, or 
in any other way noticed what had been addressed to him, 
than by nods and shakes of the head, readily obeying the 
gratifying invitation, seized the tankard, and, at one pull, 
emptied it of half its contents. Having performed this 
feat, he replaced the vessel on the table, wiped his mouth 

with a 1 1 uiet, composed air, and, in a soft under-tone, 
said— 

“ hair liquor, David — fair liquor. What size is the cask?” 

“ It’s a gey thumper,” replied mine host ; big aneuch, 
I hope, to see oot the siege o’ Leith.” 

“Ay, the heretic is pressing us hard, David. The 
strength of the wicked is prevailing," said Father Drink- 

ooly ; “ but there will be a day of count and reckoning. 
It is coming, David, coming on the wings of the thunder, 
to blast and destroy the sacrilegious spoilers ; to scaith 
and render barren this accursed land.” 

“ Weel, I wadna wonder,” replied David, looking very 

serious ; for, although he cared little for either the new 

religion or the old, he had, if anything, rather a leaning 

towards the latter; at least, so was suspected; but this 

was a point not easily decided on, owing to the vei . 

accommodating nature of David’s doctrines, which, at a 

moment’s notice, could adapt themselves to any ci’rcum- 
stances. 

“ I wadna wonder,” said David ; “ for I’m sure the 
spoilin and ravagin that’s gaun on is aneuch to brin* 

down the judgments o’ Heaven on us. Heard ye if there 
hae been mony killed the day?" 

‘ Alas ! a very great number," replied Father Drink- 
hooly. “There has been a terrible slaughter to-day at 
the western block-house. The brethren and I have shrive. 1 
some twenty or thirty departing souls, who fell by the 
cannon-shot of the enemy— two of them officers and men 
of rank in the French army— worthy, pious men— who 
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have left something considerable to the brotherhood. But 
God knows if we will be permitted te enjoy it.” 

u sa ^ David, pricking up his ears, as he always 
did when money, or property in any shape, became the 
subject of conversation — “ I hat was a lucky wind-fa 1 ; for I 
daresay the brethren are no oot o 1 need o 1 a wee assistance 
o 1 that kind enow. Times are no wi 1 them as they used 

to be. Whai feck, noo, if it's a fair question, did the twa 
Frenchmen leave ye?” 

“ It’s not usual for us to speak of these things, David,” 
replied Father I rinkhooly — u not usual for us to make 
these things the subject o irreverent discussion ; but, as 
thou art an old friend, T will gratify thy curiosity — doing 
the same in confidence. i fere,” continued the worthy 
father, slipping his hand under his cloak, and drawing out 
a leathern bag well stored with coin, “ here are a hundred 
and filly crowns of the sun placed in my hands by one of 
these dying Christians, and here are three gold rings, worth 
fifty merks each, that were given unto me by the other, 
under pledge of saying fifteen masses for the well-being of 
the soul of the departed donor.” 

“My feth! no a bad day’s work,” said David. “ It’s 
an ill wind that blaws mu-body guid. The siege is no like 
to be such a bad job ibr ye, after a’. Though ye should 
bo driven oot o’ the preceptory the morn, ye’ll no gang 
empty-handed ; and that same’s a blessin. But here’s to 
ye, father, and Glide send us mair peaccfu* times ;” saying 
this, mine host of “The Ship” cleared off the remainder 
of the tankard. On his replacing the latter on the table, 
brother Drinkhooly peered into the empty vessel with i\ 
half involuntary spirit of inquiry. 

1 1 is host smiled. Then — “ We maun replenish, I fancy, 11 
he said. 

Father Drinkhooly simply nodded acquiescence, saying 
not a word. 
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In I mlf a minute after, another tankard of claret reamed 

* 

on the board, between mine host and his guest. By the 
time this second supply of the generous fluid was ex- 
hausted, brother Drinkhooly began to exhibit certain odd 
changes of manner. From being solemn and taciturn, he 
became energetic and talkative, thumping the table vio- 
lenlly when he wished to be particularly impressive, and 
displaying, altogether, a boldness and vivacity which 
strangely contrasted with the quiet meekness of his de- 
l) km no m but hi all an hour before. The claret then was 
doing its duty ; for to its exciting influence were these 

changes in the moral man of brother Drinkhooly, of course 
attributable. 

W it would not, we fear, much interest the reader to follow 
oi u oi all i(> dv ails t ie debauch now in progress of celebra- 
tion by the landlord of “The Ship” and his worthy guest. 
Be it enough to say, that it finally ended in the latter’s 
getting so overcome that he did not think it would be 
consistent either with his own character or the credit of 

the preceptory, to return to the latter until he had had, 
previously, an hour or two’s sleep. 

“ ’ Deecl > 1 dare sa y ye’ll no be the waur o’t,” said mine 
host, on brother Dnnkhooly’s suggesting the propriety of 
this proceeding, “ for that claret’s gey an’ steeve I fin 
time twa jugs toucHu my ain garret a wee thing, and it 

l s ! ; t0 do But I’m no so able to staun’t 

noo, as I was wont.” 

This was certainly true ; but, even yet, David was more 
than a match over the claret stoup for any two men in the 

c liis <_■ : 1 1 ; ; ; (, • i •; y m = lis way was extraordinary; and 

no contemptible proof of the fact was afforded on the pre- 
sent occasion ; for, while the priest was all but completely 
prostrated, his host had not, to use his own phrase, “ turned 

W?air; although he had drank quantity for quantity with 
the vanquished churchman. 
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Always kind and attentive to the wants of his guests, 
and, from a fellow feeling, especially tender of those who 
were in the helpless condition of brother Drinkhooly, 
David, desiring the latter to take his arm, conducted, or 
rather, smuggled him into a small back bedroom, helped 
him off with his gown and shovel hat, and tumbled him 
into bed, where he left him, with a promise to awake him 


at the expiry of two hours. 

I laving thus disposed of his clerical friend, David betook 
himself to the duties of the house: to the filling of measures 


o wine, brandy, and ale, to the running bitlmr and thither, 
supplying the wants of one party of customers, soothing 
the impatience of another, and joining in the drunken 

laughter of a third. 

David was thus employed, when be was attracted to the 
door by an alarming outcry on the street. On reaching 
the latter, he saw a boy approaching at his utmost speed, 

and bawling out — 

U A priest, a priest! Bor the love o’ God, a ; ii ^ * 

shrive a dying sinner. A priest, a priest 1 ” 

u \\ \ iat are ye screaming at, ye young rascal ? ex- 
claimed David, intercepting the boy, and catching him ly 


the breast. “ Wha wants a priest ? ” 

“ lt T s a French offisher, sir, that has just been struck 

enow wi’ a cannon-shot on the ramparts, i | n f tlu bm 

« and, as I was passing at the time, he bade me 

priest.” 

“Was there naebody beside him?” inquired David. 

“ No ane, sir ; and there’s naebody yet— for lie’s lym 
doon at the cast end o’ the rampart, whar never a shot was 
kent to come before, as neither town’s folk nor Englishers 

is ever in that quarter. 

“ Is he sair hurt?” said David. 

« I’ m thinking ho is,” replied the boy. “ But I mam 

, WM up to Bt. Anthony's, and get ane o’ the brethren. 
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u Ye needna fash, my man,” said mine host oi The Ship. 11 
u Hae, there’s a groat to ye. There’s ane o’ the brethren 
in my house, and ’ll send 1dm up immediately to the puir 
man. 11 

The boy, well enough satisfied with this conclusion to his 
mission, went his ways, seeking to have nothing farther to 
do with the matter. 

Now, good reader, would you suspect it, that our friend 
David Wemyss was at this moment acting under the in- 
fluence of one of the most wicked temptations that ever 
led an unhappy wight from the paths of righteousness ? 
You would not; yet it is true — too true. Tempted by 
the exhibition of the bequests confided to brother Drink- 
hooly by the two wounded 'Tench officers, David Wemyss, 
beguiled by the devil, conceived the atrocious idea of 
arraying himself in the hat and gown oi' the unconscious 
churchman, and of officiating as father confessor to the 
dying gentleman on the ramparts, in the hope that he too 
would leave something to the preceptory, and make him 
the interim recipient of the bequest. Circumstances, 
David thought, were favourable to the adventure. The 
night was dark, and the wounded man was lying at a 
remote part of the rampart, where there was no great 
chance of his being annoyed with many witnesses. The 
whole affair, besides, he calculated, would not occupy 
many minutes. 

Encouraged to the sacrilegious undertaking by this com- 
bination of happy circumstances, David Wemyss hastened, 
on tiptoe, to the chamber of the sleeping brother, and, in 

a twinkling, had himself bedight in the gown and hat of the 
latter. 

Thus arrayed, he stole out by the back door, and, taking 
all the by-ways he could, hastened, as fast as his legs could 
carry him, towards the south-eastern extremity of the 
ramparts, where, as described to him, the wounded man 
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was lying. David was thus pushing along, when he sud- 
denly felt himself slapped on the shoulder by some one 
behind, i le turned round, and beheld a man closely 
mudled up in a cloak, who thus addressed him: — 

u Your pardon, holy father, for this somewhat uncour- 
tie ms interruption ; but the urgency of my case must plead 
my apology. An expiring sinner, holy father, claims your 
instant attendance. I will conduct you to her. Will you 
have the goodness to accompany me ? ” 

’* Impossible — impossible,” replied the counterfeit monk, 
in great perturbation at this most unexpected interruption, 
and threatened expose. “ I’m juist gaun on an errand 
o’ the same kind enow, and canna leave ae sinner for 
anither.” 

“ You will oblige me by accompanying me, good father,” 
said the stranger, in a mild tone, but with a firmness of 
manner that was rather alarming. “ Vou will oblige me 
by accompanying me, good father ,' 1 he said, looking a little 
surprised at the style of the holy father's language, but 
making no remark on the subject. 

“ Oanna, sir— canna, canna, canna, on ony account," re- 
peated the unhappy brother of St. Anthony, with great 
volubility, and endeavouring to push past the stranger, 
who stood directly in his way, and who kept dodging in his 
front to prevent his succeeding in any attempt of this kind. 

“ Nay, now, good father, if you please — now, if you 
I lease, and without more bandying of words ; for the case 
is urgent, and there is not a moment to lose.” 

u Man, it’s oonpossible — utterly oonpossible,” replied 
David, with desperate energy. “ I tell ye it's oonpossible.” 

“ Do not compel me to use force, good father,” said the 
stranger, calmly but determinedly. 

“Force — force!” reiterated the horror-stricken monk. 
“Wad ye use force to a holy brither o’ the preceptory? 
That wad be an awfu like thing.” 
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“ I must ; you drive me to it,” said the stranger — 
“ Heaven knows how unwillingly. My orders were per- 
emptory. They were to accost the first of your brethren I 
met ; to entreat him to accompany me ; and, if he refused, 
to compel him. The first I have done ; the latter I must 
proceed to do ; but, rest assured, no personal injury shall 
be done you ; and you shall, moreover, be well rewarded 
for your trouble.” 

Having said this, the stranger gave a low whistle, when 
he was immediately joined by two men, who had been 
concealed in a dark passage close by, and who the unha, >py 
monk saw were well armed. 

“Noyv, good father,” resumed the person by whom the 
latter had been first accosted, “ I trust you will see the 
folly of any attempt at resistance, should you— which God 
forfend ! — be indiscreet enough to entertain any such idea. 
Excuse me hinting farther, holy father, that any attempt 
at outcry, or at giving the slightest alarm of any kind, will 
be attended with unpleasant consequences.” 

“ But — but — but” — exclaimed the distracted innkeeper, 
with rapid utterance. 

“No huts, if you please, good father, but follow me.” 
interrupted the stranger ; and, saying this, he moved off, 
while his two companions placet themselves one on eitluT 
side of their charge, and requested him to proceed. 

Scarcely knowing what he did, but seeing very clearly 
that there would be imminent personal danger in farther 
remonstrance or resistance, the unlucky monk obeyed. 
This, however, he did only until he should have had time 
to reflect on his best course of proceeding — that is, until lie 
should have taken it into due consideration whether he 
had not better brave exposure, and at once avow himself 
no brother of St. Anthony, but David Wemyss, landlord of 
The Ship, on the Coal Hill of Leith — reserving to him- 
self, however, the right of keeping the secret of his purr 
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in assuming the garb of tlie brotherhood. 1 laving weighed 
1 he matter well, and taken all probable and possible conse- 
quences into account, I ^avid finally determined on making 
die confession above alluded to — hoping by this moans to 
put an end to the awkward proceedings now in progress, 
and to accomplish, of course, at the same time, his own 
liberation. Having come to this resolution — 

u Hey 1 hey !” he exclaimed, in a slightly raised voice, 
to draw the attention of the principal of his three guards or 
captors, who was still walking a little way in advance. 

The person thus hailed stopped until David came up. 
The latter took him aside a little way, and whispered in 
his ear — 

“ I say, man. this is a' a mistak thegither. I’in no a 
monk. I’m no ane o’ the brotherhood at a’, man.” 

The man stared at him with surprise for a few seconds, 
without saying a word. At length, a satirical, or perhaps 
rather incredulous smile playing on his countenance — 

“ Come, come, now, father; that will never do,” he said. 
“ But I excuse your attempt, though a clumsy one, to 
impose on me ; for the duties of your office have now 
become dangerous, and I do not wonder that you should 
seek to avoid them as much as possible. I was prepared 
lor this — I was prepared for rcluot&noe ; and hence the 
precautions I took to compel, in case of failing to per- 
suadc.” 

“ Hut I assure ye, sir, most seriously, that it’s true I hae 
toirt ye,” exclaimed David, with desperate eagerness, 
“ I’m nae rnair a monk than ye are." 

“And, pray, who the devil are you then?” exclaimed 

the stranger. 

“ ’Deed, to tell you a Glide’s truth, Pm juist plain Davy 
Wemyss o’ ‘The Ship, 1 on the Coal Hill.” 

“ Uniph I oh 1 Don’t k now such a person ; 

heard of him.” 


never 
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Od I that’s queer, ” here interposed David, hastily. 
“ I thocht everybody kent me,” 

u Not I for one,” replied the stranger drily; u but, to 
cut this matter short, in the first place, I am not bound, 
good father, or hosteller, or whatever you are, to believe 
you ; in the next, my orders were peremptory : J was 
instructed to accost the first person I met in clerical 
ga b, and entreat him to accompany me; and, if he did 
not do so willingly, to compel him, as I told you before. 
So, there’s an end ol it. If you really be not what you 
appear to be, I can’t help it. That’s a point you must 
settle with others, not with me ; I have nothing to do 
with it. My auty’s done when I have brought you along 
with me ; and that duty I am determined to do.” 

Saying this, the speaker, without waiting for farther re- 
mark or remonstrance, walked on, having previously made 
a sign to his two assistant s to look to their charge.” 

What mine host of u The Ship’s” feelings or reflections 
were, on finding himseli thus cut off from all chance of 
escape from his awkward predicament, it would be rather 
tedious to describe. The reader will believe that they 
could not be very pleasant ; and that is enough. 

Whatever these feelings were, however, they did not 

hinder David Wemyss from entering, or rather attempting 

to enter, into conversation with the two men to whose 
charge he was confided. 

men,” he said, on their resuming their march, 
U this is an awkward sort o’ business. I’m sure ye ken me 
we el aneuch — dinna ye ? ” 

The only reply was a shake of the head. 

“ Day y Wemyss o’ the Coal Hill ? Ye canna but ken 
me, I should think,” added the latter. 

“No voord Aiuglish,” at length replied one of the 
men. 

“Oh, ye’re Frenchmen; ye belang to the Queens 
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Guard?” said David, now enlightened on the subject of 
their silence. “ Weel, this is waur and mair o’t,” he con- 
tinued. u Sma chance noo o’ makin oot my case. ’ 

hi the meantime, the party, who had taken their way 
by the quietest and most circuitous routes, were rapidly 
aj ] reaching die wooden bridge over the Water of Leith, 
which, in these days, formed the only communication be- 
tween the opposite sides of the river. 

Having gained the bridge, they proceeded alongst it: 
and, thereafter, made for a certain outlet in the ramparts 
i ouate I in this quarter. This outlet, as might be expected, 
seeing that the town was at this moment under siege, was 
strongly guarded, and no egress or ingress permitted ex- 
cepting to persons properly accredited. 

Of such, however, seemed to be the person who had 
captured the unlucky hero of our story ; for, on David and 
his escort coming up to the gate, they found the way pre- 
pared for them by the former, who, keeping still in advance, 
had arrived there before them- 

Without word or question, then, they were permitted to 
pass through. 

At this point, David was strongly tempted to make his 
case known to the guard at the gate ; but, perceiving that 
they too were all Frenchmen, he thought it would be of no 
list 1 , as they would not understand him. So he held his 
tongue. 


Tho guard — who, we need hardly say, were staunch 
Catholics to a man — were, in the meantime, sadly annoying 
David with reverent' to his clerical character. Tin 
formed 1 hnnse! ws into two lines, that ho might pass out 
at the gate with all due honour, and kept touching their 
caps to him, with tin* nn>U respectful obeisance, as ho 
walked on between their ranks. 


Having gained the outside of the wall, Wemyss* escort, 
still led on by their principal, conducted him, l>y circuitous 
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routes, towards the i ills of Leith, at the distance of about 
a quarter of a mile from the town. 

1 1 ere, under a shed, they found four horses ready saddled 
and bi idled, in charge of a groom, who seemed to have 
been waiting their arrival. So soon as the ] mrty came up, 
the latter, without waiting for orders, disappeared for an 
instant ; and, in tin* next, presented himself leading forth 
l|he four horses, two by each hand. On one of these 
David, notwithstanding his most earnest entreaties to the 
contrary, which he backed by earnest assurances that “he 
was nae horseman,” was immediately mounted. His 
guards mounted one a-piece of the others ; and the whole 
cavalcade now proceeded, at a round trot, towards Edin- 
burgh— poor Wemyss bouncing terribly with the roughness 

oi' the motion, to which he had been but little accus- 
tomed. 

On approaching the city, the leader of the party, who, 

on horseback as on foot, still kept in advance, suddenly 

d -ew bridle, and waited the coming up of the holy brother 
and his escort. 

On the former drawing near — 

“ Our route, father, lies through Edinburgh,” lie said! 

Now, as these are troublesome times for persons of your 

cloth, I would recommend your conducting yourself, for 

your own sake, as warily as possible. We shall take ’the 

quietest routes, in order to avoid observation ; and I be" 

that you will neither say nor do anything while we a re 

passing through the city calculated to defeat our caution or 
attract notice.” 

Having said this, and without waiting for any reply the 

speaker rode on, leaving his charge to follow with’ his 
escort. 

The party had now passed the village of Broughton 
w ren, turning in an easterly direction, they passed round 
the eastern base of the Calton Hill, descended to the south 
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back of the Canongate, traversed its whole length, and 
finally entered the city by Leith Wynd. 

For some tilin', the horsemen passed along without 
attracting any particular notice; and, very probably, would 
have continued to do so, had it not been for an idle boy, 
who, catching a glimpse of the brother of St. Anthony’s 
flowing gown and slouched hat, just as the party had 
turned into the High Street, set up a loud cry of— 

“Prelacy’s mounted! prelacy’s mounted! Hurra! 

hurra ! Prelacy's mounted ! and riding to 

* ^ 

Continuing to follow i te cavalcade, and continuing his 
clamour also, the mischievous little rascal soon had a 
crowd at the heels of the horsemen. The boy’s exclama- 
tions spoke the spirit of the times 5 so that others of a 
similar character soon arose from twenty different quarters, 
an from as many different voices. 

u Do >n wi’ the limb o' Satan 1 11 shouted one. 

u Doon wi* the man o’ sin !’* shouted another. 


“ IV Papery frae its throne o’ iniquity! 
third. 









“Strike your spurs into your horse’s sides, and let us 
shew them clean heels for it,” said the leader of the party, 

addressing his unhappy charge, by whose side he was now 

riding, and speaking in a low but firm and earnest tone. 

li But, man, begun (he latter, who Appeared to be in 
great trepidation. 

“ \ ou’ll be murdered else,” said the former, interrupting 

him sharply, and, at the same moment, striking the spin 
into lus horse’s sides a proceeding which instantly carried 
him clear of the crowd, and, short ly after, out of sic. lit and 
out of danger. 

The prudent example of their leader was quickly followed 
by the other tWO men, who, also, dapping spurs to their 
horses, soon found themselves out of the tumultuous throng 
by which they were surrounded, to whose tender mercies 
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thej r left their unhappy charge, who being, as he said him- 
self, no horseman, was unable to extricate himself from the 
now fast-thickening crowd. 

Despairing of being able to effect his escape by any 
effort of horsemanship, the poor innkeeper, though with 
little hope of being believed, < etermined on divulging the 
facts of his case to tie mob — always, however, of course, re- 
serving to himself the original purpose for which he had 

4>sum«-<l T ' ! nnlortunate dress he now wore, the cause of 
all his trouble. 

Having come to this resolution, he began to address the 
mob, some of whom had already laid hands on him, for the 
purpose of dragging him from his horse. 

“ Guid f°lks,” began David, “ I’m nac mair a munk 
than ony o’ ye. I’m” 

At this moment, a well-aimed brick-bat took the unfor- 
tunate speaker on the right temple, and tumbled him 
senseless from his horse. 


The mob, somewhat appalled by the suddenness of this 
catastrophe, and imagining that the unhappy man was killed 
outright, stood aloof for a few seconds, when David, almost 
instantly recovering from the stunning effect of the blow, 
which had unhorsed him, started to his feet, and, finding 

the press around him not very dense, pushed his wav 
through it, and took to his heels. 



This proceeding was the signal for a general chace, 

it instantly took place. Relieved from the apprehensioi 

of having a murder to answer for, the mob, with shouts o 

exultation, started after the fugitive at full speed. Dow, 

Leith Wynd went David, instinct taking him in the direc 

tion of home ; and down after him, like an avalanche, o: 

raging torrent, went the mob, whooping and yelling a: 
they rushed along. J 

Maddened and distracted with terror, David’s progress 
W aS Sp endld ’ and ’ had nothing occurred to interrupt it, 
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would soon have carried him out of the reach of his 
enemies ; but the steepness of the street, which had aided 
his velocity, also i in ’eased its perils, For along while he 
kept His feet on the abrupt declivity, like a winged Mer- 
cury ; but a treacle t< >us ine< uality in the pavement brought 
him suddenly, and with dreadful violence, down on his 
face, while, partly over and partly on him, went half-a- 
dozen oi the foremost of the pursuers, tripped up by his 
abrupt and unlooked-for prostration. 

Those who fell on the unhappy victim of popular fury, 
now install' ly, and, as they lay, betook themselves to 
avenging I heir fal by tearing and worrying at the unlucky 
cause of their accident; while others coming up, added to 
his punishment by an unmerciful infliction of kicks and 
buffets, that quickly deprived him of all consciousness. 


It was at this critical moment that a person, apparently 
of consideration, approached the crowd, and asked some of 
those who were hovering around it, what was the meaning 
of the uproar. 

“They’re bastin a Papist — a fat priest o’ Baal, they hae 
gotten baud o’,” said a burly fellow who, from the leathern 
apron he wore, appeared to be a shoemaker. “ Giein him 

a taste o’ Purgatory before they send him to , just by 

way o’ seasonin.” 


“ What, is this more of the accursed doings of the 
spoilers and persecutors of the church,” exclaimed the 
si ranger, in a tone of deep indignation. “ Are they about 
in add murder to robbery;” and, drawing his sword, he 
rushed into the crowd, calling out — “Stand aside, ye caitiffs! 
shame on ye ; would ye murder a defenceless man ? Would 
ye bring Heaven’s wrath upon your heads by so foul a 
deed?” 


The crowd, either awed by the bold bearing of the 
stranger, or taken by surprise by the suddenness of his 
assault, readily opened a way for him, so that, in an in- 
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stant, ho stood by the bruised, battered, and senseless body 
of our unhappy brother of St. Anthony. 

' "S tliat | he latt er was in a state of utter unconscious- 
ness, though still living, the stranger, after clearing a circle 
around the prostrate man, addressing those near him, said- 
“Ten crowns will I give to any three or four amongst 
ve who w ill bear this unfortunate person whither I shall 

conduct them. It is not far: only to the southern side o 
the city.” 

I- or a few minutes there was no answer to this invitation; 

ut it was heard with a silence which shewed that it had 

made an impression-that religious zeal and hatred were 
giving way to cupidity. 

At length a brawny-armed smith, with shirt rolled up 
to his shoulders, stepping out of the crowd, said— 

Ardl » Y’ m r Ur r f ° r ° ne - 1 Say ’ Bob > and you 

A.ch^, he continued, turninfg round, and selecting two 

fhe c°"rion7 Te^’ “ ^ ^ D ° ^ US in ** * “ to 

^he carrion ? Ten croons arc no to be fand at every dike- 

Wrhout making any reply in words to this appeal, the 
two persons named came forward although will/ 

, dead’doE™ °th Id” ’ ran fP° rtln E him, » if he had been 

person who had m take, the unfortunate man’ ill 

un f™'y «'“1 inhuman proceeding, and 

to place him. 11 on wluch 

The activity of the smith, stimulated hv ■ , 

wward, quickly produced the conveniency wanted It r 

a few t »„ g h b„, r d S hi” * itfr th8 ': 

its purpose indifferently welL ’ b answered 

(16 
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On this latter, then, the body of our unlucky brother was 
now placed — his face dread! ully swollen and disfigured; 
and the procession moved off, with a shouting and laugh- 
ing mob at its heels. 

Leaving David thus disposed of, we will return to Leith, 
for a space, to see how Drinkhooly came on, denuded as he 
was of his shovel hat and his gown.* 


On awaking from his nap, 'he wor hy churchman, not 
well pleased that David had not come to rouse him as he 
promised, started up in great uneasiness, lest the gates 
o the preceptory should be shut, and ois character as a 


regular living man be thereby injured. 

What was the surprise of the good man, however, to 
find that he had been stripped of his gown while he slept, 
and left in his shirt sleeves. Alarmed at the cuvumstance, 


brother Drinkhooly began searching the apartment for the 
missing garment, and also lor his hat, which he now found 

had likewise gone astray. 

Being able to discover no trace of the missing articles, 
he commenced rapping on the door to bring some one to 
his assistance, although very unwilling to expose himself 
in his present predicament to any but his well-beloved 
crony, David Wemyss. lie could not help himself, how- 
ever His gown and hat lie must have, lie could not 
leave the house without them, and without assistance they 

could not be got. 

The worthy brother’s rapping on the door being unat- 
tended to, he commenced with his heel on the floor, a pro- 
ceeding which he had often found, as it has been facetious y 

termed, an u effectual calling . 
jn the present instance, it brought mine host’s wife mto 

his presence. On her entering— 

n Good woman, good Mrs. Wem) 1 would say, 
yo anything of mine outer garment? My gown, know 
y© where it has been deposited? I likewise lace uiy 
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hat, good Mrs. Weymss; know ye what has become of 
it ?” 

“Truly, your reverence, I dinna ken,” replied Mrs. 

Weymss, beginning to bustle about the apartment in 

search of the desiderated articles ; “ but they canna be far 

aff, surely. 1 )oes your reverence no mind wliar ve laid 
them ? n 


* ' * * j fectly — there being no reason 

why I should not recollect it-I laid on this chair by the 

bedside here. Now it is gone. My gown I laid nowhere, 
but kept on me. So, of that garment I must have bee, ■ 
denuded even while I slept. It is strange. Is my good 
fnend David not in the way ? He would, doubtless! ex- 
plain all, and help me to mine outer covering and head- 
gear ?” 

“Indeed, no, your reverence, David’s no in the way* 
and I canna tell wliar he is. He’s been missing oot o’ 'the 
house thae three hours; and gaed aff without telliim onv 
o us whar he was gaun, or what he was gaun aboot. In- 
deed nane o’ us kent when he gaed. Sae he maun hac 
shppit aff unco cannily.” 

^In the meantime, the search for the missing articles 

of dress went on vigorously, but without any good result 
They were nowhere to be found. 

“What’s to beidone ?” said the good father in a des- 
pairing tone as he threw himself into a chair. I cannot 
through the streets in this indecent condition, and if I 

Jiouib. Yv hat is to be done ?” 

““t '~«.T ‘ hing ’ J ’°" rey ™», and hnw 

Lad ^ and “ 

s ” d Mrs - 

u v„„ in •. y lauiei, aitez thinking a moment* 

1 y tie gul to the preceptory, and I’ll 
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give her a message to Brother Christie, I think he’ll 
oblige me in a strait. He’ll send me down a gown and 
hat wherewith I may hie me home, and your good huband, 
and my good friend, David, will, doubtless, find me mine 
own garments when he returns.” 

“ Surely, your reverence, surely; Jessy ’ll be but owre 
prood to do your reverence’s biddin,” replied Mrs. Weymss, 
and she hastened to call her daughter. 

On the girl making her appearance, the worthy brother 
gave her her instructions. 

He desired her to goto the preceptoiy ; to ask a private 
word of Brother Christie; and to say to him that he, Drink - 
hooly, had got into tribulation- That, hating some mat- 
ters of private concernment to talk over with mine host of 
u The Ship,’’ he had called on him. and that, while ther 
overcome with exhaustion, in consequence of Lis late 
fatiguing duties, he had fallen asleep, and that, while he 
slept, some one had removed his gown and hat, and that 
he could nowhere find the same, and could not therefore 
return to the preceptory unless his good brother, Christi . 
would furnish him wdth the loan of these two articles, the 
which, he had no doubt, he would readily do. 

Charged with this rather long-winded mes ire, the girl 
departed on her mission. In less than a quarter of an 
hour she returned, but brought neither hat nor gown. 

« Has he refused them f* inquired the worthy brother, 
with a look of grievous discomfiture, when he saw the girl 
enter without the much-desired articles. u What did he 

or? 

say r 

« He said, sir,” replied the girl, who was both too young 
and too single-minded to think of saving any one’s feelings 
at the expense of truth, “that, if ye had drank less o’ 
David VT emyss’ claret, ye wad hae kenned better what 
had become o’ your gown and hat. 

« 0 scandal um magmtum /” exclaimed the indignant 


THE JIONK OF ST. ANTHONY. 


18 ! 


pnest. “ Doth he-doth Brother Christie accuse me of 

vinous indulgences ? Him whom I have, a hundred times, 

lelped to his dormitory, when incapacitated therefrom by 

the excess of his potations. And he would not give thee 
the garments ?” 

“ No please you, sir ; he said ye rnicht gang without the 
breeks for him. He wadna send ye a stitch.” 

It became now matter for serious consideration what was 
to be done. It was true that the good father might easily 

■Z A n T7 fOT the “°“ ce “ a tat Of his 

f‘™’ ° a " d and might, so attired, pass un- 

oeded ti, rough the streets. But how was he to account 

oeptorv ir”T. T T h “ 8 a, ' b at the 

P 7* might lead to some awkward inquiries as to 

how the good brother had spent the evening 
mere was no other way for it, however. So, eqnipped 

a c ' eQt tttteies from mine host of « The Shin’s” 
wardrobe, Brother Drinkhooly stole out of the lit 
slunk along the streets, gained the gate of the preceptorv’ 

and, frna, Iy , snugly to his own dormi^S 

ne£y“C £ °L“ ™ no, fc 

.®ir of I*i,h Wynd, that Dav 7™““ wltsS 

self in a superb bed, W rou "d wT‘ ■‘° ** ^ 
curtiins orori i ° ° UI1(i Wlt 1 ri °b crimson velvet 

odd n r erhts ware ° f «*» fringed wW 

was so darkened when ioke?' 0 '! 7 

Sleep which had restored him the 1,7 • * 7' esUn S 

ses, that i, was some toll “f 

splendours with which he was surrounded ' " le 
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Wien these, however, had at length begun to take his 
eye, he started up on his elbow, and, with a mingled look 
of perplexity, consternation, and bewilderment, commenced 
a survey of the magnificent chamber of which he thus so 
Strangely and inexplicably found himself an occupant. 

How or when he hao been brought there, he could not 
conceive ; neither, for a good while, had he any recollec- 
tion whatever of the pummelling with which he had been 
favoured in Leith Wynd. The operation, however, of 
certain physical effects of that incident — namely, a pain- 
ful aching o:i the bones, and an almost total inability to 
move either leg or arm, gradually unfolded to him, although 

only in a dim and coni used manner, the occurrence of th.e 
preceding night. 

In the meantime, David went on with his survey of the 
apartment, during which he perceived two objects that 
convinced him that he was in the house of a Roman Catho- 
lic — of one of those who still clung to the ancient religion 

of the kingdom, and who held in detestation and abhorrence 
the doctrines of the new faith. 

These objects were a large painting, over the fireplace, 
of the Saviour on the Cross, and a small silver crucifix 
which stood on a table close by the side of the bed ; there 
was also lying on the floor, opposite the crucifix, and near 
to it, a cm i i - on velvet cush on with gold tassels on which 
were such indentations as intimated its having been recently 
knelt upon. 

Having completed the examination of his new premises, 
i )avid Wemyss threw himself back on the bed, in order to 
take a deliberate survey in his own mind of his present 
strange position, and of all the circumstances connected 
therewith. 

“ ’Od, but this is a most extraordinar affair, and a dooms 
awkward ane,” thought David, to himself. “ WLa wad hae 
dreamed o’t. Wha wad hae dreamed that sae simple a 
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thing as me putting on Drinkhooly’s goun, wad hae led to 
a this mischief. 

“What’ll they think’s become o’ me in Leith? And 
what’ll I say for mysel whan I gae back ? And what’ll 
Drinkhooly do for his goun? Od, they’ll excommunicat 
him ; they’ll ruin him. God help us, it’s an awfu’ business. 
But, whar am I ? — WTia’s house is this, and hoo got I 
till’t ? And hoo and whan am I to get hame again ; for I 
fin’ that I coul Ina keep a leg under me enow, an it were 
to mak me provost o’ Edinburgh.” 

At this moment, David’s somewhat disjointed, though 
pertinent enough reflections, were interrupted by the en- 
trance of some one into the apartment. 

The intruder, whoever he was, came in on tiptoe, as if 
fearful of disturbing the occupant of the apartment ; and, 

on approaching the bed, peered cautiously into it, to see 
whether he was awake. 

David, without saying a word, stared at the person, who 
appeared to be a serving man or cook, from his wearing a 
blue velvet cap on his head— the usual head-dress of sucli 

persons in those times, and his bearing a steaming silver 
posset dish in one hand. 

David, as we have said, stared at the man, without 

saying a word — a line of proceeding which he adopted, in 

order that the other, by speaking first, might give him a 

sort of cue by which to guide himself in the impending 
colloquy. 

Seeing that the patient was awake, the man, bowing re- 
spectfully, said: — 

I trust, holy father, 1 find you better. Here is a posset 

which has been prepared for you by the directions of our 

leech, worthy Dr. Whang o’ the Cowgate Head, which you 
will be so good as take.” 

'“My man,” said David, without either accepting or re- 
fusing the proffered posset, “ I’m misdoubtin that °there ’s 
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a sad mi. stale in this business a’thegither. Howsomever, 
let that flee stick to the wa’ for the present. Can ye tell 
nie wliar I am, and hoo I cam here?” 

“ Most assuredly, holy father. You are just now in the 
house, and under the protection and guardianship of Lady 

'' lslierton of Wisher ton Mains, whose house is situated 
about two hundred yards south of the Ivirk of Field. As 

to the manner of your coming here, holy father, it was 

this :—Her ladyship’s son, Lord Boggyland, coming up 

Leith Wynd last night, found you in the midst of a crowd 

of sacrilegious ruffians, who were murdering you, and who 

had already, by their brutal treatment, deprived you of 

all consciousness. Seeing this, his lordship, who, as all 

lus family — his good and pious mother included — are 

staunch adherents of the old religion, instantly interfered 

in your behalf, and had you conveyed to his mother’s 

house, where, as 1 have already said, you are at the present 
moment.” 

“ Umph,” muttered David. “ Is that the way o’t. Then, 

I fancy, I’m juist oot o’ the fryin-pan into the fire.” 

The serving-man, not perceiving the applicability of the 
remark, although somewhat surprised at it, made no reply, 
but again pressed the posset on the suffering martyr. 
‘‘Wool, weel, let’s see’t then,” said David, raising himself 

U P ,n ,1 "' “There can be nae great harm in t hat I 

fanoy. It’ll no mnk things muokle waur than they are. Is’t 
ony thing tasty ? ” 

Ilis attendant assured him that he would find it vory 
pleasant, being made by her ladyship’s own hands, who 
long enjoyed u high reputation for manufacturing possets 

and comfits of all sorts. 

Having raised the lid of the posset dish, and flavoured 

it con ten Is, Ihivid pronounced it “ savoury;” when, taking 

poon in hand, he oleared out the vessel in a twinkling, 

“A gusty mouth AV that,” said mine host- of “The ship,” 
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throwing himself luxuriously back on his pillow, “althmi 
I think it wadna been the waur o’ a wee hair mair bra 



U If 



The serving-man having done his errand, now left the 

room, retiring with the same careful step and respectful 

manner with which he had entered, and left David once 
more to his own reflections. 

In these, however, he was permitted but a very short 
indulgence. His attendant had not been gone five minutes 
when the door of the apartment was again gently opened 
and an elderly lady, of tall and majestic form, arrayed in a 

BfW i n gdreSS of black velv< ?t, with a gold chain round 

her W^\ which was suspended a large diamond 
cross, entered the sick man’s chamber. It was Lady Wish- 

erton herself. Approaching, with stately step, but with 

a^yOok of tender concern, the bed on which her patient 

“It rejoices me much, holy father,” she said, ‘‘to learn 
rom our good and faithful servitor, William Binkie that 
your reverence begins to feel some symptoms of amend 

“ Ou thank ye, rncm, thank ye,” replied David with 
no smah trepidation , for the dignUM 

““ of h,s visiter had sadly appalled him. « J L'Z' 
a aun e etter, thanks to your leddyship’s kindness 
hdtnt> to he WdyWisher.cn herself as 5 hne ltt d^ 

style ofhis reverence’s language, Sit 

Sr ° t,“ ” ith “ m l °‘ W - holtrders 

* . ® circum stance, however, only puzzled her • it 

did not, in the smallest decree evcim i ’ 

of the real facts of the case. •’ Ton are rgLTffZf ' 

lecture, good father,” she said. « I am jjy Wis SnT 
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“ So I was jalousin, mem, 11 said David, who, by the way, 
we may as well mention here, had made up his mind to 
endeavour to avoid exposure, by not saying or doing any- 
thing to undeceive Lady Wisherton as to his real character, 
and to trust to some fortunate chance of getting, undetected, 
out of the house. 

u O father 1” said Lady Wisherton, bursting out into a* 
sudden paroxysm of pious excitation, “ what is to become 
of our poor persecuted church? When will a judgment 
descend on this unholy land, for the monstrous sins by 
which it is now daily polluted. Oh, dreadful times!— 
oh, unheard of iniquity I that a priest of God — a father of 
our holy church — should be attacked on the public streets 
of this city, and put in jeopardy o. his life by a mob of 
heretical blasphemers 1 When will these atrocities cease? 
Oh, when, when, when? 11 

“ Deed, mem, it’s no easy sayin,” replied the subject of 
this pathetic lamentation. “They’re awfu* times, Nae 
man leevin ever saw or heard o’ the like o’ them. There, 
doon at Leith (‘now, they’re murderin ane anither by the 
dizzeri every day, and no comin a bit nearer the point 
after a*. Heaven kens whar it’s to end. In the meantime, 
i hey hae gien me a confounded lounderin 5 I fin 1 that in 

every bane o 1 my body.” 

“You have been sorely abused by them, indeed, father,” 
replied Lady Wisherton* “But a day of retribution is 

coming. You will be avenged, terribly avenged.” 

“There was ae fallow, in particular, amang them, that 

] wad like to see get tin a guid creeshin,” replied David: 
“ that was n great big soounneril o’ a blacksmith, wi’ his 
shirt sleeves rowed up to his shouthers* lie was the warst 

I 1; mail’ and hea vier waps fme him than frae 

a’ the rest put thegither.” 

Again, Lady Wisherton looked surprised at the style of 
language in which her reverend patient spoke, his last 


o’ the lot. 
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remarks being particularly rich in the homely vernacular 
of the country, and greatly was her perplexity increased 
by the discordance between his calling and his manner, 
which was every moment becoming more and more marked; 
still she did not, nor could suspect the truth. 

“ Was it not a blessing of Providence, father,” resumed 

Lady Wisherton, “ that my son, Lord Boggyland, happened 

to be in Leith Wynd at the time you were attacked by 
these sacrilegious ruffians ?” 

“ Feth, my leddy, it was just that,” replied David— “ A 

U( ^ es merc y- They gied me a bonny creeshin as it was; 
but they wad hae dished me clean oot an it hadna been for 

him. Feth, yon fellows care nae mair for a man’s 
than they wad do for a puddock’s.” 

w . <t . Your roverence ’ s face is much swelled,” said Lady 
Wisherton, suddenly attracted by the swollen and disco- 
loured countenance of her patient. “ Greatly swelled, 
ou must allow me to bathe it with my lotion.” 

‘‘Nae occasion, mem, nae occasion, thank ye: I dinna 

fte £pi° 7 •' ,a5 ' ZZ BeSUeS ’ m tly “ Dd « et "P. toward., 
darkenm, and be steppin doon to Leith ; for they’ll be 

wondenn there what’s come o’ me.” 

It will be seen from this that our brother of St Anthonv 

furthe? 1 'fr ^ retreat fr ° m ^ preSGnt ( l uar ters 5 a nd 

night to effect that retreat. But this was a point not to be 
so very easily managed as he thought. 

it J < , L eaVe my ll0use this afternoon!” exclaimrvl r,i 

Wisherton, in the utmost amazement •• Ti, t ».irt 7 
remain where you are, under my tendance, u„.U 

hare every 

|k.ch you can desire, or of which y„„ 5 i euatioa ^ 
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My son an 1 I are but too happy, although we deplore the 
cause, ol having been presented with an opportunity of 

testifying our reverence and love for a minister of our ! icly 
religion. 

As to your fears, she continued, u for any uneasiness 
among your friends in Leith, on account of your absence, 
be not concerned about that, good father ; I have provided 
for it. I have sent notice to the preceptory of your mis-* 
fortune, relating all that has happened, and giving intima- 
tion that you are in mv house, and in safety; so have no 

doubt that some of the brethren will be here in the course 
of the evening,” 


iere was a pretty piece of information for the already 
but too much perplexed martyr to the old faith. Intima- 
tion had been sent to the preceptory, and half-a-dozen of 
the brethren would be in upon him immediately, and a 
dreadful expose would, of course, follow. It was a most 
trying crisis, and David but too sensibly felt it to be so. 
lie felt as if lie could have wished the house to fall Upon 
him, and bury him in its ruins. 

Appalled and horrified, however, as he was at i his im 
pending catastrophe, he said nothing, but, anxious to be 
left alone, in order to have an opportunity of thinking over 

1 1 is position, and of taking into consid oration what had host 
be done*, he began to ailed, drowsiness ; when his noble 
hostess, taking tin* hint, quietly loft the apartment. 

Hearing the door close, David first opened one eye 
cautiously, and then the other; then turning gently round, 
peered over the edge of the bed to see if* the coast was 

eli’a r. Discovering that it was, he threw himself again on 

Ids back, and, fixing his eyes on the roof, began thinking 
as hard us he could how lie was to get out of his present 
dilemma. The , sequel will tell the result of his delibera- 


tions. 


On that same night, about twelve of the clock, David 
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Wemy.ss’ worthy spouse— who had been in great distress at 
■Ms sudden disappearance, and who was fully impressed 
with the belief that lie had fallen over the quay and had 
been drowned— was startled by a low tap -tapping at the 
back door of “The Ship.” Thinking it might be some 
one with tidings of her lost husband, she instantly got up, 
lighted a candle, and, although under no little apprehen- 
sion and alarm, opened the door, when, lo ! who should 

enter but her beloved David himself. She instantly set ui 
a scream of delight. 1 

“ Whisht, whisht, woman,” said David, stealing into a 
back apartment as fast as he could. “This is no a busi- 

better” blaW ab ° Ut ' ° almer S ° Ugh We kee P the 

But, gude sake, David,” said his wife, on rejoinino- Jllin 
a ter having secured the door, whar hae ye been a’ this 
time, and whar hae ye gotten that awfu-like face ? ” 

“I hae gotten a hantle mair than that, guidwife, al- 
lough ye dmna see’t,” replied David. u I 

there’s a hale bane in my entire buik. I hae naa a w 

time since 1 ye; aneuch to serve a man his hale me 

mie ; and yet it was a’ crammed into ae four-and-twenty 

? g r,T a mouthf " ™i rn 

tell ye a about it.” 

Davul now proceeded with his narration, glYm „ b 
wife a detailed account of the series of adventures related in 

e oi egoing pages. To these we have now to add only -i 

SSE as 008 * two points ' whioh 

probably, as requiring some explanation. 

First, as to how our brother of St. Anthony escaned 
from Lady Wisherton’s. This he effected by the gJL 

process of stealing out of the house after dmk There 
was no other way for it, and he was fortunate « V 

succeed m the somewhat hazardous attempt, b 7 drapin' 0 








cr 
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himself from a window of a story in height, at the back 
part of the house. 

V\ ho the person was who first laid hands on mine host 
oi ' The Ship, 11 on his first appearance in his new cha- 
racter, or by whom he was employed, he never certainly 
knew, but suspected afterwards that he was a retainer of 
Lord Borth wick’s, who was then in Leith with the Queen 
Regent. Whither, however, he meant to have taken him, 
or who the sufferer was for whom the last duties of religion 
were wanted, he never learnt; nor, indeed, for obvious 
reasons, did he ever inquire. The whole, in short, was a 
subject on which David Wemyss always thought the 
less that was said the better; and, acting on this opinion, 
it was one which lie carefully abstained from making 
matter of conversation. 

All his caution, however, could not prevent some hints 
of his adventure from getting abroad. These hints some 
of the little ragged scapegraces of the Coal Hill wrought 
into the following rhymes, which, in dark nights, they 
wen* in I In* habit of shouting in at the door of “The Ship,” 
to the great annoyance of its landlord, who might fre- 
quently be seen rushing out, stick in hand, to inflict sum- 
mary punishment on the offenders: — 


“Dftvio WomysH gaed oot a priest, 
]>y filthy lucre toniptit ; 

J )a v n> WrinyHH cam llAUlQ again, 
And tliocht naobody kent it.” 
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THE STORY OF CLARA DOUGLAS. 

“ The maid that loves, 

Goes out to sea upon a shattered plank. 

And puts her trust in miracles for safety.”— Old Play. 

I aji a peripatetic genius — a wanderer by profession — a 
sort of Salathiel Secundus, “ doomed for a term,” like the 
ghost of Hamlet’s papa, “ to walk the earth,” whether I 
will or not. Here, however, the simile stops; for his afore- 
said ghostship could traverse, if he chose, amid climes far- 
away, while the circuit of my peregrinations is, has for 
sometni.e been, and must, for some short time more, ne- 
cessarily be, confined to the northern extremity of “ our 
tight little island” vulgo vocato— Scotland. In my day I 
have seen many strange sights, and met with many strange 
aces made several hairbreadth ’scapes, and undergone 
mnumerabk perHs by flood and field. On the wings of 
the wind that is, on the top of a stage-coach— I have 

passed through many known and unknown towns and 
villages ; have visited, on foot and on horseback, for my 
own special edification and amusement, various ancient 
rums, foaming cataracts, interesting rocks, and dismal- 

far than 17’ C I 1 ? ratGd “ S<50ttish sfc0I > Bu t better 
han that, and dearer to my soul, my foot has trod the 

floors of I may say, all the haberdashers shops north of 

btj^n : m ’ m ° St Pati6nt reader > 1 ara a ^veiling 

the 1 chtf T PaCit r e h T’ f ° r yearS ’ P^bulated among 

were ktw ' ^ ^ ^ from those 

those who were not inclined to take them from me, unless 
a douceur m perspective— viz., coachmen, waiters. 
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bar-mauls, et hoc genus omne. I r rom those of the third 
class, ilia: y are the witching smiles lighting up pretty 
faces — many the indignant glances shot from deep love- 
da] ting eyes, when their under neighbours, the lips, were 
invaded without consent of parties — which have saluted 
me everywhere; for the same varied feelings, the same 
sudden and unaccountable likings and dislikings, have 
place in the breasts of bar-maids as in those of other 
women. As is t he case too with the rest of their sex, 
there are among them he clumsy and the handsome, the 
plain and the pretty, the scraggy and the plump, the old 
and the young ; but of all the bar-maids I ever met with, 
none charmed me more t han did Mary of the Black Swan, 
at Alton by. In my eyes site inherited all the good qua- 
lities I have here enumerated — that is to say, she was 
handsome, pretty, plump, and young, with a form neither 
too tall nor too short; but just the indescribable happy 
size but wroii, set off by a manner peculiarly graceful. 

It was on a delightful evening in the early spring, that 

1 found myself seated, for the first time, in a comfortable 
little parlour pertaining to the Black Swan, and Mary 
attending on me — she being the chief, nay, almost the 
only person in the establishment who could serve a table. 
I was struck with her loveliness, as well as captivated 
with her engaging manner, and though 1 had for thirty 
years defied the artifices of blind Cupid, 1 now felt 

myself all at once over head and ears in love with this 
village beauty. Although placed in so low a sphere as that 
in wllich I then beheld her, there was a something about 
her that proclaimed her to be of gentle birth. Whoever 

looked upon her countenance, tell, coliseum that there was 

i n peel due to her which it is far from customary to ex- 
tend to gil ls in waiting at an inn. Hers wen* 

*• Eyott ho pure, 1 Imt from their ray 
I >ui U vice would turn abashed away/' 
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Her feet were small and fairy-like, from which, if her voice, 
redolent of musical softness — that thing so desirable in 
woman — had not already informed me, I should have set 
her down as being of English extraction. 

Several months elapsed ere it was again in my power to 

visit Alt onl y. During all that time, my vagrant thoughts 

had been of Mary — sleeping or waking, her form was ever 

present to my fancy. On entering the Black Swan, it was 

Mary who bounded forward to welcome me with a delighted 

smile. She seemed gratified at my return ; and I was no 

less so at the cordiality of my reception. The month was 

July, and the evening pai ocularly fine \ so, not having 

business of much consequence to transact in the place, 

and Mary having to attend to the comforts of others, beside 

myself, then sojourning at the Black Swan, I sallied forth 
alone — 

. “ To tak e my evening’s walk of meditation.” 


When one happens to be left per se in a provincial town, 
where he is alike unknowing and unknown — where there is 
no theatre or other place of amusement in which to spend 
the evening it almost invariably happens that he pays a 
visit to the churchyard, and delights himself, for an hour 
or so, with deciphering the tombstones— a recreation ex- 
tiemely healthful to the body, and soothing to the mind. 
It was to the churchyard on that evening I bent my steps' 
thinking, as I went along, seriously of Mary. 

What is she to me?” I involuntarily exclaimed : “I 

have no time to waste upon women : I am a wanderer 

with no great portion of worldly gear. In my present 

circumstances it is impossible I can marry her ; and to 

: of her in any other light were villanous. No, no' 

I will no i onger cherish a dream which can never be 
realized. * 

And I determined that, on the morrow, I should fly the 
fatal spot for ever. Who or what Mary’s relations had 

67 
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»r 2z rr^d in ***« «. 

orphan— that she had had” akL^who' hti'f 6 Z “ 

2fSS£££?.T? br ° l “ "** 

“i he was in a foreign w” 0 * ’™* s >»»*«. 

mountains 1 Z thf? ‘?! e ‘ he SU “'“ te ° f *'«,* 

''II I' lows over the or ^ Were fllD S m g their dusky 
Altonbv T ,fT eS ’ aS 1 ent6red the burial-place of 
wiM ■ \ 1 f ° ld Church was roofJ ess and in ruins- and 

those w r 0 ^sjTSkT 7 :r b r eB over the * 

bad’ Won iaid ^ 

respect. In a dUt .nf 3 r , ’ 1 in token of 

over which nn ? , ?T*' 1 ° bSerVed 0ne Ji «Je mound 

CaTh l L ' P'““ d «- tadicate who lav 

1 , ; f Was cvuhntl Y the grave of a stranger and 

I « 0 lave been placed in that spot more for the pur 

r su . °. bein ® out of the way than for any other A 

t' Z:::::Zrr r*~ 

“tone, gazing around me, a figure slowly entered at 

downo-iof „ ' e , and, With folded arms and 

, , . ’ pa9Scd 021 to ,ll0Se two graves. Ii was that 

■ young man <>l perhaps live nnd-(wenty, tliouHi a 
s< ‘ *'d 1 1 1 elanoholy, which overspread his . ° 

• him look five years older. I crouched behind the 

rz w,,c " * *«* 

' “y presence, or rousing his attention by xJ 

ftttcmptuig to leave the place. J * 

r iDff ; ViM ; V;,0;mt "■' ,e for a moments 
I M gM ves, lie knelt down between them. 1 1 is lins 

" '<> niovo, but I heard not what he said. I thought 

L e x p rr^ r f e r Iiofthe 

. ,J ,,, this by bearing him at last say, with an 

audible voice : — 


THE STORr Ob' CLAKA DOUGLAS. 


195 


“ May all good angels guard thee, Clara Douglas, and 
thou, my mother!” 

As lie uttered these last words, he turned his eyes to 

the newer grave. I thought he was about to continue his 

piajei, but, as if the sight of the grave had awakened 

other feelings, he suddenly started up, and, raisin- his 

hands to heaven, invoked curses on the head of one whom 

he termed their “murderer!” That done, he rushed 

madly from the church. All this was very strange to me : 

and I determined, if possible, to ascertain whose remains 
tliose graves entombed. 

On leaving the churchyard, i was fortunate enough to 
orgather with an old man, from whom I learned the 
melancholy story of her who occupied the older-looking 

EL, ? y ° Ung and dutiful Accident had 

deprived her father of that wealth which a long life c f 

“S r^ ad eMbied um * p-Vtt 

, and he did not long survive its loss. Fearful of 
bang a b urden to her mother, who had a sou and another 

Dittfr, ^ eS 'i deS herSelf ‘° ptovide for out of the slender 

scess retd 4 :°st er ; n *- h “ 

sough, ein an honourable indepZZ 

mere amusement. The brother of Clara shortlt l ' 
ward^ obtained an appointment in the island of Madeira' 

... itstsr tr. nr s 

mg of intimacy on which he was + i, x ne tOQt ~ 

him many interviews with Clara. Suddenly^’ reri^nt 

confession of her love ^ eIlC,ted from her * 
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Months passed away— Waterloo was fought and won— 
and Ensign Malcolm was among those who fell. 

M Inn the death-list reached Scotland, many were the 
marts lt overpowered with grief; but Clara Douglas had 
c ic than one giief to mourn ; sorrow and shame were too 
ouch to lx.ai t' thei, and slu>. tied from the house where 
8 10 had first met him who was the cause of all. None 
could tell whither she had gone. Her mother and sister 
W"iv agonised, when the news of her disappearance reached 
them. Every search was made, but without etlect. A 
}< ar all but two weeks passed away, and still no tidings of 
her, till that very .lay, two boys seeking for pheasant’s 

neMs upon the top oi a hillock overgrown with furze 

which the old man pointed out to me at a short distance 
from the plnce where we stood — accidently st umbled upon 
an objeot beneath a fir-tree. It was the remains of a 

female in a kneeling posture. Beneath her garments, by 

which she was recognised as Clara Douglas, not a vestige 
«f flesh remained. There was still some upon her hands, 

which had been tightly clasped together; and upon her 

inei'. which leant upon them. Seemingly she had died in 

great, agony. It wa i supposed by some that she had taken 

poison, 

“If your time will permit," added the old man, as he 
wiped away a tear, “ I will willingly show you the place 

where her remains were found. It is buto short distance. 
Como." 

i followed tin* old in. m in silenooi Ho it’ti tli" way Into 
a field. We climbed over so looso stones thrown to- 

gether, to serve as a wall of division at the farther ex 
trenuiy ol It, and lowly began to ascend the grassy accli- 
vity, which was on both sides bordered by a thick hedge, 

placed apart, at the di alaure of about thirty feel. When 
In ' wav lip. I could not resist the inclination I felt to 
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turn and look upon the scene. It was an evening as fair 
as I had ever gazed on. The wheat was springing in the 
field through which we had just passed, covering it, as it 
were, with a rich green carpet. Trees and hills bounded 
the view, behind which the 'sun was on the point of sink- 
ing, and the red s freaks upon the western sky “gave 
promise of a goodly day tomorrow.” 

“If, thought I, the hour on which Clara Dowlas 

IXf. 1 lU I™* “ Wel7 " tllis evenin & must 

indeed have been deeply bent upon her own destruction, 
to look upon the world so beautifully fair, and not wish to 
return to it again. We continued our ascent, passim, 
among thick tangled underwood, in whoso kinily g™ 
the light flowing garments of Clara Douglas must have 
cen ever and anon caught as she wended on her way 
let had she d^regarded the friendly interposition. AW 
the margin of an old stone quarry we now proceeded" 
where the pathway was so narrow that we were occaSn- 
ycompe ed to catch at the furze bushes which edaed 

beue°a,r'2nd cT'n* OTCr int ° ^ 

along here, and must have been exposed to the same 
danger of toppling headlong over the cliff, yet she wt 

exerted herself to pass the fatal spot unharmed toTave a 

^ rten bv her o'" Tf ^ ***•*££ 

hLan naie ^ h “ 4 ** “ *• meonsistency of 

woodirr 1 !“ 7 ° nW m ° re * hrOD « 1 ’ the mite of under- 
fir tri'i’hSt fteii"T’ St ° Wing ^ a d «rfl* 

mains of ™ *»“» mortal re - 

beirSniyid d ^deio°k m7 beheld me 

8 my old guide looking on the place. It was the 
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same I had noticed at the grave of Clara Douglas, within 
tlie walls of tli e ruined church of Altonbv. I thought it 

* Cl 

a strange coincidence. 

Summer pas 1 away, winter and spring succeeded, and 
summer came again, and with it came the wish to see 
M iry once more. However much I had before doubted 
fin* truth of the axiom, that ** absence makes the heart 
gi<»w fonder, r now felt the full force of its truth. My 
affection for Mary was, day after day, becoming stronger; 
and, in spite of the dictates of prudence, my determination 
nevei to see her again began to falter; and one evening I 
unconsciously found myself in the yard of the Black Swan. 

Well, since I had come there at any rate, it would be 

exceedingly foolish to go away again without speaking to 

Mary ; HO 1 called to the stable boy to put up my horse. 

l he boy knew me, for 1 had onoe given him a sixpence for 

running a message, and he came briskly forward at my 
first call, no doubt with some indlStmot idea of receiving 
another sixpence at some no very distant date. 

“ Kli I Mr. Molr/' said the boy, while I was dismounting, 

in answer to my (juestion, “ What news in the village?” 

“ Ve'll tm guess what’s gaun to happen? Our Mary, the 
folk say, is gatui to bo married | n ’ .y 

Our Mary I thought I, ran ouv Mary ho wjt Mary? and, 
to ascertain whether they WOTO one and the same person* 
ape* 1 incjitired of the boy who our Mary was. 

11 Ou I” replied he, "flhe’S just l»ar maid at the inn 
here.” 

I started, now that this disclosure had unhinged my 

doubts; and subduing, ns well a I was able, my tUinc 
emotion, I boldly it ds et 1 who was “ the happy man/ 1 

“ I hey cm’ him a ea plain f Said the boy, innocently ; u but 
whether lie’s a sea captain, an offishOT in the army, or a 
captain <>’ police, I'm no that sure. Atony rate, he aye 
gangs about in plain clues. 1 1 « ’ ; boon slay in-' lu a month 


J1IE STORY OF CLARA DOUGLAS. 


199 


here, an’ lie gangs oot but seldom, an’ that only in the 
gloamin.” 

After thanking the 1 oy, and placing the expected silver 

coin in his hand, I turned the corner of the house in my 

way towards the entrance, determined, with my own eyes 

and ears, to ascertain the truth of the boy’s statement. 

■jmejpacq at which I was proceeding was so rapid, that. 

ere I was aware of the vicinity of any one, I came bump 

against the person of a gentleman, whom, to my suprise, 

I instantly recognised as the mysterious visitant to the 

grave of Clara Douglas, and to the spot where her relics 

were found. He seemed to regard me with a suspicious 

eye , for he shuffled past without uttering a word. His 

air was disordered, his step irregular, and his whole ap- 

pearance was that of a man with whom care, and pain, and 
sorrow had long been familiar. 

Captain? WaS the th ™ght which first 
gg sted itself to me. It was a question I could not 

itwir* yet 6ntered the Black Swan > haIf persuaded that 

“f 1 ! ^ cried Mary, coming forward to wel- 

voice “you W b SUal r* the moment ®he heard my 

somehow or other, I was the caused it, 

away last time without bidding me good-by.” I held her 

£“ch“ !r r sparkl L 

7 W” she continued. « fcwas b^yl 
5 1 s P oke of you to the captain.” 7 

which LTdtkg 1 fte? e ,V Me - the ^ ot J ' €al0 ^- 

Med over toXn t J Inmutes > be “ gradually 
• ., . ee P> suddenly roused themselves “ TVLr, 

is the captain, Mary?” chives. Wlio 

“ Oh ! I’m sure you will like him when von ^ 

acquamted with him ” cPm n i • 6 you become 

’ said she, blushing. “ There is some- 
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tiling so prepossessing about him, that really T defy any 
one not to like him.” The animation with which she gave 
utterance to these words made me miserable, and I cursed 
the captain in my heart. 

The next day passed over without my being able to ob- 


tain a sight oi my rival ; and, when I walked out in 
the afternoon, he had not yet risen. Mary’s assigned 
Mason for this was, that lie was an invalid; but his was 

more the disease of the mind than of the body. In his 
memory there was implanted a deep sorrow, which time 

could never root out. In my walk, the churchyard and 
the venerable ruins of the church were visited — I stood 
again beside dir grave of tin* hapless Clara Douglas, and 

her melancholy story afforded me a theme for sad reflec- 
tion, which for a while banished Mary and all jealous fears 
from my mind. 

1 1 was evening when 1 reached u mine inn, 11 (hi pass- 
ing the parlour window, H sight met. my eye which brought 
the colour to my oheelcs. A tall, noble-looking man lay 

extended upon the sola, while Mary leant, over him in 
kindly Solicit ude, and, with marked assiduity, placed 
cushions for his head, and arranged his military cloak. 
This, then, must be the captain, and he and my mysterious 
friend were not the same. That was some consolation, 
however. 

Thus ns he lay, he held Mary’s hand in his. My breast 
Was racked with agony intense; for 


“ Oli [ wlinl a host of Hilling doubts and fours. 

Of mobuiclioly tnusitigs, drop porploxlttop, 

MiihI llio fond heart that yields itself to love, 

Struggle with and endure." 

Oner I dehorn ine< I on Hying from the scene, and leaving 
tuy iival ui umllj'Uied possession oj I he village beanl y ; 
but. having been lesolvod that no woman should ever have 
it, in liei powei to any she made mo wretched, I screwed my 
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« 

courage to the sticking place, and, on seeing Mary leave 
the parlour, I shortly afterwards entered it. 

The stranger scarcely noticed my entrance, so intently 
was his attention fixed upon the perusal of a newspaper 
w ic i le ie in his hand. I sat down at the window, 
an ’ . or . want of something better to do, gazed with a 

outside 1ZmS 676 UP ° n the gambols of the ducks and geese 

After some time Mary came in to ask the captain what 
he would, bave for supper. 

f ntleman 1 spoke of >” she directing 
her expressive glance towards me. b 

“ Mr. Moir must pardon my inattention 1 ” said the 

“2 7 s , d ”'™ f 8 P a P er i “I was not aware that 
y pretty Mary s friend was in the room.” 

feefaa w ^ S ° ft winnin & voice > made me 

1 S lm pulse to meet his advances. He urn- 

fj? that we should sup together, and I sat down at the 

able with very different feelings from those which had been 

trencour 1116 ™^ the Parl0Ur that evenin g- I felt inclined 
, an lntim ^cy with the man whom, but a short 
while before. I had looked upon with aversion. 

I ■K m * hl ' TOre 1 became more and more cacti 

and intPll/f t f HlS conversati °n was brilliant 
teLlectnal; and, when we parted for the nio-ht T 

began to find fault with myself for Imri f & > 

ooured dislike towards so perfect a gentleman T ,•«. 
so ved to stay a few days longer at Alton hv -r c 
of improving onr acquaintance, 7’, !” P '"T 

was called a. the inn, « the oaptein'^^J^ t 
when he was informed of mv *• • ' pe d ddl g ]lt 

seldom rose before the afleLon, we^ent ^v 7^ 
hours together. ^ t man J pleasant 

On the evening of the third day of my sojourn h, 
pressed a wwh that I would 
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walk. Notwithstanding his erect and easy carriage, there 
was a feebleness in his gait, which he strove in vain to 
contend against ; and it was but too evident that a broken 
spirit, added to a shattered constitution, would speedily 
bring him to his grave. 

Leading the way into the churchyard, to my surprise 
he stopped at the resting-place of the ill-starred lady, the 
story of whose untimely end 1 had so patiently listened to 

the last time I visited Altonby. 

u I am exceedingly fortunate,” said the captain, u in 
having met with one so kind as you, to cheer the last 
moments of my earthly pilgrimage. You smile — nay, I can 
assure you that I feel I am not long for this world. The 
object of my visit to this spot, to-night, is to ask you to do 
me the favour, when I am dead, of seeing my remains laid 
here — here, beside this grave, o’er which the grass grows 
longer than on those around and he pointed to the 
grave of Clara Douglas. After a moment, he continued: — 
“ Unlike other men, you have never annoyed me by seek- 
ing to inquire of me, who or what I am; and, believe 
me, I feel grateful for it. I would not wish that you 
should ever know the history of the being who stands be- 
fore you. When the earth closes over my coffin, think of 

him no more.” 

Although t he captain had done me the honour of calling 
me unlike other men — a distinction most folks are so ex- 
ceedingly desirous of obtaining — I must own that I had 
hitherto 1* • 1 1 no common degree of curiosity concerning 
him; and now that there was no prospect of it being 
gratified, its desire increased tenfold, and I would now 
have given worlds, ii l had had them, to have learned 

something of the birth, parentage, and education of the 

captain, 

« And now,” ho added, “ I beseech you, leave me for a 
short time — 1 would be alone/ 
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In silence I complied, sauntering outside the ruins, and 
seeking to find, in my old avocation of perusing the tomb- 
stones, the wherewithal to kill the time during which the 
I’tain hell communion with the dead; fori could not 

help thinking that it was for such a cause he had desired 
to be left to himself. 

Ten twen y minutes passed, and the captain did not 
appear. I retraced my steps, and again entered the ruins 
by the farther end. The gloom which prevailed around— 
the monuments which intervened— and, above all, the dis- 
tance at which I then was from the grave of Clara Douglas 
prevented me from descrying the captain. I had ad- 
vanced a few paces when I heard voices in high altercation 
I stopped ; and, as I did so, one of the speakers, in whose 
c ear intonation I could recognise the captain, said — “ On 

my word. I returned here , the instant my wounds were 

, ea 6 ,, * et i urned t0 “any her— and my grief could not 

e equalled by yours when I heard of her melancholy 


iar !” exclaimed the other ; “you ne’er intended such 
My sisters wrongs call out aloud for vengeance ; and here 
here, between her grave and that of our sainted mother 
ill- bh'od shall be offered up in atonement ” 

This was instantly followed by the report of a pistol. I 
rus e orward, and beheld, O horror! the captain stretched 
upon the ground, and the blood streaming from a wound 

frorn'tWh 4 ' h Ca i USht \ gIimpSe ° f hiS aSSaSsin ’ as he fl ed 
a former 1 "" ^ Strm & T whom I had seen, on 

theTirwhe T ^ ° f ° lara D ° UglaS ’ and besid « 

the fir-tree where her remains had been found. I made 
<< T pt i • captain waved me back 

that h u £V aid he; 1 for g ive hi m. I have no wish 
him, I quite forgot the assassin, until it was too late. 
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The captain was conveyed to the Black (Swan, where, 
with Mary to attend his every want, lie ivas. no doubt, as 
comfortable as if he had had a home to go to, and a be- 
loved wife to smooth his dying pillow. Mary bestowed 
more than ordinary care and attention upon him, which, 
although she had declared to me that she could never love 


the captain so well as to marry him, should he ever con- 
descend to make the offer, brought back occasionally a 
jiang of jealousy to my heart. I could not exactly under- 
stand the extent of her regard for him. 

Having business to t ransact at a neighbouring town, I 
left Altonby th next day, with a determination to return, 
ere the lapse of a week, to see the captain, I feared for the 
last time. I had been but two days gone, when I received 
a note from Mary, informing me that he was daily becom- 
ing worse, and that it was the fear of his medical attendant 
that he could not live four-and-twenty hours. With the 
utmost speed, I therefore hastened back to the Black Swan, 
where, indeed, I saw that the surgeon had had quite suffi- 


cient reason for his prediction — the captain was greatly 
altered since I last saw him. Wan and emaciated, he lay 
in resignation upon h is couch, calmly waiting the approach 
of death. He seemed quite composed. 

'faking my hand in his, lie reminded me of his wish re- 
garding his burial-place. I assured him that it should 
strictly i»e complied with. A smile lighted up his pale 
countenance for an instant, as I pledged myself to this. 
He then drew from under his pillow a parcel of letters, tied 

together with a faded ribbon, am I <i. sired me to consign 

them, one by one to the flames. With an eager eye, and 
n countenance full of excitement, did he watch them as 
i hoy consumed away. I did not dare to examine minutely 
the address on the letters, but, from the glance 1 had of 

l hern, 1 could see they were all written in an elegant female 
hand, When all were gone — “And this,” said lie, “is like 
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lsh^ ai: u fe ~ a hl r but for an instant ’ and then an is 

smaU t . pa ^ Se f J and then continued, as he held a 
man packet m his hand, more in soliloquy than if he were 

I ?— Too , , •- 1 ,? th l st sad rellc 1 possess— shall 

Yes yes . it shall go as the others have gone How 

soon may I follow it ?" He stretched forth his hand 

towards me . i look the - ianJ 

tw which bound him to the earth had been L, “ 

*r P t H,tr ,a " h feu baokward3 couch i ;e, 

I acket into my bosom, and ran to afford him assist™,.* 
He waa beyond human help-he was dead I ^ 

The grief of Mary knew no bounds when the dismal tid 
Mine was more chastened and subdued. * st ™cted. 

spot ~L°iXZZ7: 1? det‘ 

° e “ u bis *"*•■*. ^ 

that I would 

niaed in about sin months aftfr ihe deaTof T° 
t was then that Mary confided to me th t i ° ca P ta ^ n * 

*“ ° f C1 - DougJ; but tin T r^tuT ^ 

concerning the i i 1 * 1 1 } er 

she always avoided answering, mdseZTd not t" T f 

srr 110 " 14 be £*? that 

Packet whiriTln^htltrbTdVd 1“ ** 

wants)— I accidentally stumbled T** finds wkat 

osity induced me to open it a T? b( \ packet - Ciiri- 

with a piece of Hght-blue ribbtn Tnd ^ tied 

contents. Part of the letter ran thus Were its 

of my hair— I don’t expect von tn 1 • E closed ls some 

expect you to keep it, for I have heard 
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you. say you did not like to have* any such thing in your 
possession. I Will not u$Jc you, lest I might he lefused \ 
but if you give me some, Hi get it put into one ot my 
rings, and shall never, never part with it." This letter bore 

the signature of Clara Douglas 1 

Here, then, was a solut ion ot all the mystery. The cap- 
tain was the lover of Clara, and this bad been the cause of 

Mary’s intimacy with him. 

of tin; fate of the brother I afterwards heard. He was 
killed in a street brawl one night in Paris, and Mary no\ei 
know that he was the assassin of the captain. 


the fair. 
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The Fair ; brnrelTon^and ^ ^ ° f & Story entitle d- 

jj* - • -C Z^ d *£**“***• 

bke the writer’s praisim, P 6 , This may seem 

neither here nor there amongstUhor ' UCt . i ° n ~ but that is 
day; and not amongst author! only w “ ^ GVe ^ 

know t e ^ I7PerS ° n is bus 7 selling' waTes If £ y^ 

A leeks.” Bu?.o go or, r 61 “ 3t ‘ icMicS “■ 

out °“ * p “ aw 

specimens of unsophisticated workmans),,- r^-f* humaD 
examine the countenances of a rmH ^' Dld 7 ° U ever 
covered with oranges and s^ZltTV™^ * StaU 
beauties, besieging the heart and ^7?^ ° frUStic 

nance is deep and various Is th/^ l° IOUr ° f 0ne cou *te- 
lates the rose— a third the rainbow— a second emu- 

fc r h - *. - deZd t.r:r7; Me ,he *• <* * 

tbe jocund laugh ; and there too ^ ^ hpS ° pen ™ th 

m gs of jealousy, rivalry and ’ 7 U ma ^ trace the work- 
gentle than love, according as th^/ 11 ' 1 passions less 
happen to be divided amongst the flT " “ d #******■ 

the fife ^ through ^ ^ &V, and the shrill note of 
with a sword bright as a sunbeam * ? ° Ttly ser S ea °t, 

^ MS — 0^“^ 
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lined purse as he marched along, or, halting at inteivals, 
shook it again, while he harangued the gaping crowd— 

14 Now, my lads — now is the time lor lortune and gloiyl 
There, by Jupiter 1 there is the look — the shoulders— the 
limbs — tlio gait of a captain at least ! Join us, my noble 
fellow, and your fortune is made — your promotion is cer- 
tain! God save the King! Down with the bronchi 
“Down wi' them!” cries a young countryman, flushed 
with 44 the barley hree,” and, borrowing the swoid of the 
sergeant, waves it uncouthly round his head feels himself 
a horn a Sampson— a Ca sa r— all the glories ot Napoleon 

seem extinguished beneath his sword atm* Down wi 
them 1” he cries again more vehemently, and again 44 IIuna 
for the life of a sodger I”— and the next moment the ribbon 
streams from his Sunday hat. On such incidents turns oui 
present story. 

Willie Forbes was a hind in Berwickshire. lie was 
also the only child and the solo support of a widowed 
mother, and she loved him as the soul loveth the hope of 
Immortality; for Willie was a dutiful son and a kind one, 

mui, withal, one of whom many mothers in Scotland might 

have been proud; for his person was goodly as his licait 
wa . .donate; and often as his mother surveyed his 
Stately figure, she thought to hersell — as n mothei will— 

lliat “there waanft a marrow to her Willie in a’ braid 

Scotland.” Now, it ohanoed that, bcioro Willie had com- 
pleted his twenty-third year, they wore 44 in need of a bit 
la « as his mother said, “ tO keep up the. bondage.” 

W illie, therefore, went tn Punso hiring, to engage a ser- 
vant* but, oa fate would have it, he seemed to fix upon 
Mm moat unlikely maiden for Hold work in the market. 

\ I a cm nor of the market place, as il alraid tO enter WO 

crowd, stood a lovely girl of about eighteen, lh r name 

was Menie Morrison. “ A ro ye for Idling the day, lunin «* 

, ,,| Willi. , kindly. “Yea,” was tlie low and laltenng 
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uply. “ And what place was ye at “Ineverwas 

“r^ *•« and M sbc -a <m she filtered 

continued “f «• *»* 

a sigh. Willie paused , aMWered M ™c. 

a * , P‘ 1 ed * 01 a few moments, and added 

And your mother ?” “ Dead t™ I” . v , , d ~ 

ftnd tears o-nshed intrt i * replied the maiden ; 

aiJ> gusnea into her eves “Pnivti,:, i . 
said Willie : “ weel I’m sure t j , tbg ! P mr thing ! " 

■ u Ymi tv. l i J ^ dinna ken what to say till’f ” 

•^ou may look nt • i i v 

hands a slip 0 f paper/ 

minister of the parish where she hJ h , tbe 

“ThatWery excellent,” said Willie, returning thempeT 

very satisfactory— verv r> b P a P ei ’ 

■** c .‘m~:s^ cw ye 

sh °- “ 1 like than that's honest » add 7 , ’ answered 

easy learned Car* -n ’ addcd he; “hoein’s 

ttm, . ° an je milk a cow ? ’’ « t\t„ » , , 

hats a pity,” returned Willie But he l’ l a rep ied> 

gilding a sununer c„„ d ^ !“ 

face more beautiful. u Wpp] if’ endered her 

he; my mother can learn ye” 7* TO added 

Menie Morrison through hfs heart \ F ° rbes bired 

became an excellent servant Willi ° a S”* tlme ’ Menie 

her —“ our Menie. ” She loved h 1™ m ° ther CaIIed 

man loveth the wife of his bn ^ “ a dau « hter » he as a 

in return. She had been twoTeLHn 2°?“ ^ b ° th 
months. For a few wee" '7 t0 be in th ree 

forward to the day when he shi u k He looked 

of his own, and Menie would be tl t0 take a farm 

But Berwick Fair « , ? ,StreSS ofit 

AW was to accompany him to the¥‘ * °T *° ^ md 
was sold, and Willie was “mil *• ° ,f air ‘ Now > the cow 

*" of her «b„u e t or 

eets. He conld not 

68 
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do less than bestow a fairing upon each : and he led the,., 
to a booth where the usual luxuries of a fair were sniead 
At the booth, Willie found his master’s daughter 
With some of her own acquaintances. She was dressed 
more gaily than Menie Morrison, and her face was also fair 
to look upon, but it wanted the soul, the charm that 
glowed in the countenance of the humble orphan. It had 
long been whispered about the farm-stead, and at the 

farm-steads around it, that “Miss Jean was fond o’ Willie 

I "i ; ■ : and some even said that it was through her par- 

ii ilu v he obtained his stewardship. Menie had heard this, 
ami it troubled her; for more easily than a breath moves 

the down on the thistle, will a word move the brea>i of a 

woman that loves. Miss Jean accosted die young steward 
for her fairing. “Ye shall haethat,” said Willie, “but there’s 

lmething grnd enough here for the like o’ you — comeawa l 
anc o thr simps. ’ So saving, In* disengaged his arm from 
Mrnir Morrison s, and without thinking of what he did, 
oflnr.l it to Ids master’s daughter, and left Menie and her 
tin nds at. the booth. I 00r Menie stood motionless, a mist 

seemed to gathei before her eyes, and the erowd passed 
before her as a dream. “ Yc see how it is,” observed her 

Companions) “ Met /ling here guid enough for /nr/ if ye 

ipoolc to him ngai n, M * 'i 1 1 < ye dc sserve to beg on the oa usio 1 ” 
Her pride was wounded— her heart was touched — a cloud 
(ell upon her affections* Suoh is human nature that, it 

frequently happens revenge and love are at eaeh other’s 

elbows. 

Now, Menie was not without other admirers; and it so 
happened that one of these, who had more pretensions to 

this World’s goods than Willie Forbes, came up at the mo 

mrnt, while le i bosom was struggling with bitter feelings. 

I'O! tli*' li rst. i ime Memo turned nm awav at. his approach. 
He was more liberal in his fairings than Willie could have 
been. As the custom then was, and in some instances still 
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is, there were the sounds of music and dancing. Willie’s 
rival pressed Menie and her companions to « step up and 

hae a reel. They complied, and she accompanied them, 
scarce knowing what she did. 

In a few minutes Willie returned to the booth, but Menie 
was not there. His eyes wandered among the crowd— he 
walked up and down the streets, but he found her not. 

MemV I h i™ *!? had d ° De wron S— he had slighted 
she was d t engt - f “ good-natured friend” informed him 

til C1 7 y ° lmg Laird Lister - The intelligence 
room TdT t0 , his u SpiTit He listened to the dancing- 

observers^’ tr? ^ “*** “ tbe observed of all 

} ou have seen a butterfly kiss a flower. For a moment 
room t°. l00k 7 on ^ - the queen of the 

Oiood boiled. : le approached her. She returned his salu 

tation with a cold alanep A nnt] , s sam ' 

Willie ntte-rori n r . ier ree i had been danced 

. M,e offered her hra hand for ha partlJer ^ ^ 

engaged, said the hitherto gentle Menie- “but 
maybe Mns Jean will hae nae objects-,/ Xi 

S ** w ’ A ‘ «“ moment, Wi2 

winding dance I Willie uttered a short dtsnerate „ ^ 

scarce had lie Ip ft till a . °m the room. Jiut 

da lie left, till confusion and a sickness nf * 

Slhttcsom L W ^ *"« “ 
a cry, and fell upon the floor. 6 ^ burstm S-®he uttered 

She, in her turn, felt that she had done wromr nnrl 
recovering, left her companions and retn 1 T g ’ d ’ 

She doubted not but Willie was there before h ”r T 

heart was heavy. She rpnpb«rt v , 6 before ’ for her 

ivy. one reached his mother’s cottage. She 
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listened at the door— she heard not Willie’s voice; and 
she trembled she knew not why. She entered, i i 
woman rose to meet her. u Weel, 1 inny," said she, u hae 
ye got back again ? What sort o’ a fair has there been? 
Where is Willie?” Menie turned towards the bulk, to lay 

aside her bonnet, and was silent, “ What’s the matter wi’ 

§ 

ye, bairn?” continued the old woman; “ is Willie no wi’ 
ye; where is he?” “lie is coinin’, I fancy ,” returned 
Menie; and sin* sobbed as she spoke. “Bairn! baiin! 
there's something no richt,” cried 1 lie mother, “between 
ye. Some foolish quarrel, I warrant. But tell me what 
lie’s done ; and for sending my Menie home greetin’, I’ll 
jrir* him a hamecominM” “No, no, it wasna Willie’s wt.ye,” 
replied wienie, “it was mine — it was a’ mine. But dinna 
]„. jiiiutv.” And here the maiden unbosomed her grief, and 
the old woman took part with her, saying—" Son as lie’s 
mine, ye just served him as lie deserved, Menie.” Her 
heart grew lighter as her story was told, and they sat by 
llm window together watching one party after another 
return from the lair. But "Willie was not amongst them , 
ami as it began to wax late, and acquaintances passed, 
Menie ran to inquire of them if they had seen anything of 
Willie; and they shook their heads and said, “No." And 
it. grew later and later, 'ill the Iasi party who left the fair 
bad passed, singing as they went along; but still there were 
no tidings of Willie. Midnight came, and the morning 
came, but he Game not. HlS mother became miserable, 
in the bitterness of her heart, she upbraided Menie, 
ami Menie wept the more. They sat watching through 
the night and through the morning, listening to every 
I. They heard the lark begin his song, the poultry 
leap from their roost, the 00WS low on the milk-maidens, 
an d the ploughman prepare for the field; yet Willie mode 

not his appearance. Time grew on till mid-day, and the 
misery of the mother nnd of Menie increased. The latter 
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was still dressed in the apparel she had worn on the pre- 
vious day, and the former throwing on her Sunday gown, 
they proceeded to the town together to seek for him. They 
inquired as they went along, and from one they received 
the information, “ I thought I saw him wi’ the sodgers in 
the afternoon.” The words were as if a lightning had fallen 
on Menie’s heart — his mother wrung her hands in agony, 
and cried, “ My ruined bairn ! ” And she cast a look on 
poor Menie that had more meaning than kindness in it. 

They reached the town, and as they reached it, a vessel 
was drawing from the quay — she had recruits on board, 
who were to be landed at Chatham , irom whence they were 
to be shipped to India. Amongst those recruits was Willie 
I 1 orbes. When he rushed in madness from the dancing- 
room, he met a recruiting party on the street — he accom- 
panied them to their quarters — he lrank with them — out 
of madness and revenge he drank — he enlisted — he drank 
again his indignation kindled against Menie and against 
his rival he again swore at the remembrance of her refus- 
ing him her hand he drank deeper — his parent was for- 
gotten he took the bounty — he was sworn in — and while 
the fumes of the liquor yet raged in his brain, maddening 
him on and drowning reflection, he was next day embarked 
for Chatham. The vessed had not sailed twenty yards from 
the quay Willie and his companions were waving their 
hats, and giving three cheers as they pulled off— when two 
women rushed along the quay. The elder stretched out 
her arms to the vessel ; she cried wildly, “ Gie me back my 

bairn !-Willie! Willie Forbes 1” He heard her screams 
^oJ-eltHeKuzza 0 f the recruits— he knew his mother’s 
vome he saw his Menie’s dishevelled hair ; the poisonous 
drrnk died within him— his hat dropped from his hand— 
he sprang upon the side of the vessel-he was about to 
p unge into the river, when he was seized by the soldiers 
and dragged below. A shriek rang from his mother and 
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from Menie ; those who stood around them tried to com- 
fort and pity them ; and, by all but themselves, in a few 

days the circumstance was forgotten. 

“ Who will provide for me now, when my Willie is 
gane?” mourned the disconsolate widow, when the first 
days of her grief had passed. “ I will,” answered Menie 
Morrison; “and your home shall be my home, and my 
bread your bread, and the Husband o* the widow, and the 
Father o* the orphan, will bring our Willie back again. 
The old woman pressed her to hex breast, and called hei 
“her m air than daughter/* Fhey lelt the faim-stead, and 
rented a very small cottage at some miles* distance, and 
there, to provide for her adopted mother, Menie kept two 
cows ; and, in the neighbouring markets, her butter was 
first sold, and her poultry brought the best price. But 
she toiled in the harvest-field— she sewed, she knitted, she 
span— she was the laundress of the gentry in the neigh- 
bourhood — she was beloved of all, and nothing came wiong 
to bonny Menie Morrison. Four years had passed, and 
they had twice heard from Willie, who had obtained the 
rank of sergeant. But the filth year had begun, and, from 
a family in the neighbourhood, Memo had received several 
newspapers, that, as she said, she “might read to her 
mother what was gaun on at the wars.” She was reading 
an account of one of the first victories of Wellington in the 
cast, and she passed on to what was entitled a Gallant 
Exploit Her voice suddenly faltered the paper shook 
fX “ Wfc* li’t-oh I W, Mode ?» «ted 

till! old woman; “is’t onything about Willie ?— My bairn’s 
„„ ?” Menie could UOt reply ; sho pressed l"-r bands 

before lier eyes and wept aloud. “My BOttl my V»°n! 
exolainied I he wrotohed widow “ oh ! is my bairn dead 
The paraKrapl. which bad Idled Menie with OJIgUHh, 

si:, tod that a. daring assault bad been led on by Sergeant 
o be '21, Si, after bis superiors had fallen } but that 
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he also fell mortally wounded in the moment of victory. 
I will not attempt to paint their sorrow. Menie put on 
the garments of widowhood for Willie, and she mourned 
for him not only many but every day. He had fallen in 
the arms of glory, yet she accused herself as his murderer. 

Five years more had passed. It was March ; but the 
snow lay upon the ground, and the face of the roads was 
as glass. A stranger gentleman had been thrown from his 
horse in the neighbourhood of the widow’s cottage. I Iis 
life had been endangered by the fall, and he was conveyed 
beneath her lowly roof, where he remained for weeks, 
unable to be removed. He was about fifty or sixty years 
of age, and his dress and appearance indicated the military 
officer. Menie was his nurse ; and if her beauty and kind- 
ness did not inspire the soul of the veteran with love, they 
moved it with sympathy. He wished to make her a return, 
and, at length, resolved that that return should be an offer 
of his hand, lie knew he was in his “sere and yellow 
leaf,” and his face was marked with wounds ; but for those 
wounds he had a pension; he had his half-pay as Major, 
and three thousand pounds in the funds. He would show 
his gratitude by tendering his hand and fortune to the 
village maiden. He made known his proposal to the old 
woman — maternal feeling suggested her first reply : u She 
was to be my Willie’s wife,” said she, ruefully, and wiped 
away a tear ; “ she was to be my daughter — and she is my 
daughter ; I canna part with my Menie.” But prudence 
at length prevailed, and she added : “ But why should she 
be buried for me ? No, sir, I winna wrang her ; ye are 
owre kind— yet she deserves it a’, an’ I will advise her as 

though she had been my ain bairn.” But l\fenie refused 
to listen to them. 

When the sun began to grow warm in the heavens, a 
chair was brought to the door for the invalid, and Menie 
and her mother would sit spinning by his side, while he 
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would recount his “ battles, sieges, fortunes.” And thus, 

1 " : 1 " ' ' v 1 ' 1 1 g in May, as the sun was descending on the 
hills, ran Ins story: “Fifty of us were made prisoners. 
We were chained man to man, and cast into a dark, nar- 
row, and damp dungeon. Our only food was a scanty 
handful o I lice, and a cup of water once in twenty-four 
hours. Death, in t uercy, thinned our numbers. A worse 
than plague raged amongst us— our dead comrades lay 
amongst our feet. The living lay chained to a corpse. 
All died but myself and my companion to whom I was 
fettered. He cheered me in fever and sickness, lie took 
llu' water from his parched lips and held it to mine. And, 
maiden, I have been interested in you for his sake; lor in 
his sleep lie would start, and mention the name ofMenieP 

Oh, sii ! interrupted IVIerrie arrd the old woman as 
once, “ what — what was his name?” 


“ If the world were mine, 1 would give it to know,” re- 
plied the Major, and continued: “ He succeeded in break- 
ing our letters. We were left unguarded, 1 .et us fly,’ 
said he; but I was unable to follow him. lie took me 


upon his shouldeis. It was midnrght. lie bore me to 
the woods. For live days he carried me along, or sup- 
ported rile oil his arm, lill we were within sight of (he 
IJiilish lines. There a party of native horsemen came 
upon us. !\Iy deliverer, with no weapon but a branch 
which lie had torn from a tree, defended himself like a 
I i 1 ’ii hi its desert. Hut hi' loll wounded, and was taken 

prisoner. A pany of our troops came to our assistance ; 

I wfis rescued, but iny noble deliverer was borne ogi Mil 
into the interior; and three years have passed, and 1 have 

hoard no more of him," 


u p 


But it is five years since my Willie fell,” sighed Memo, 
Morrison, Yet she brooded on the word — Jhair. 

A wayfaring man was stton approaohing t ho cottage. As 
he drew near, the eyes of the Mqjor glistened— his lips 
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moved— he threw down his crutch. lie started, unaided, 
to his feet— “Gracious Heaven ! — it is himself! ” he . x- 
claimetl ; “ my companion ! — my deliverer ! ” 

• In' st i aii j ' r i- . ;i. i rorward with open arms — “\ o . io ! 
— mother ! ” he cried, and speech failed him. Itwas Willie 
Forbes ! Menie was on his bosom — his mother’s arms were 
round Ins neck — the old Major grasped his hand. Reader, 
need I tell you more. Willie Forbes had fallen wounded, 
as was thought, mortally j but he had recovered. II • , | 
been made a prisoner, lie had returned. Menie gave 
him her hand. The Major procured his discharge, and 
made him las heir. He took a farm ; and on that farm 
the Major dwelt with them, and “ fought his battles o’er 
again,” to the children of Willie and Menie Forbes. 
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Some ol thy inli n. hit tints ot Edmburpi who, some years 
since, were in the habit oi enjoying the pure air aiul 
delightful prospects which the head of Burntsfield Links 
and the Burghmuirhead afford, may remember the person 
<T whose eventful life I am about to narrate a few pas- 
sages. I lie was a square-built, thick -set old man, short in 
stature, with a weather-beaten countenance; which, though 
harsh in its expression at (lie first glance, exhibited, in con- 
versation, all the traits eh a mind influenced !>v humane 
sentiments and benevolent feelings. He was often to be 
seen standing near the wells, at the south border of the 
l inks, where the females bleach their linen; gazing stead- 
fastly upon them, his rough features in continued chamre 

o J 

;is if sonic inward feelings completely engrossed his whole 
faculties, and indulging in frequent inutterings, as if the 
occupations of those whose motions lie was observing had 
roused some latent thoughts that had been laid up in his 
memory in former yen s. When I saw him first, he was 

busy looking at a few sprightly young females, whose loud 
linigh enlivened the scene of the bleach ing-ground, as they 

were splashing the water on each other in merriment Ilis 
features had something fearful in them. Anger flushed 
from his dark blue eyes, his shaggy eyebrows which covered 

tin m were knit, his teeth were compressed; and such un- 
accountable passion I had never seen so fearfully expressed, 

I almost shrunk from him; yet curiosity detained me, and 
I Saw Iiis feat ures gradually relax, and a languid smile suo- 
'ved his fearful frown. The change was as unaccountable 
US the contrast was striking, and I could scarcely believe 
that I still looked upon the same individual. The cireum- 
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stance prejudiced me against him; for I attributed his 

fixed gaze upon the females to a cause very different from 

the tiue one; though why he should frown upon them I 

was still at a greater loss to understand. I saw him every 

day on the golfing ground ; I wished for no intercourse 

witli him, though there was a strange anxiety in my mind 

to know more of him ; and, often as I followed the game 

we were busily engaged in, my eyes would involuntarily 

turn to where lie stood or walked ; and so habituated did 

I become to his presence that, when he was absent, I felt 

as if all was not as it used to be on the golfing ground. 

No one of whom I made inquiries knew aught of him ; all 

I could learn was, that he was known by the name of the 

Captain, and had a black servant, who, with an aged female, 

constituted his whole household at Morningside, where he 

resided in one of those small se t-contained villas in that 
retreat. 


C One paoming towards the end of September, I was > 
rather earlier than usual, as I had engaged to accompany 
some Inends upon a small party of pleasure ; and, taking 
a turn, I had sauntered down past Merchiston Castle to 
see how the reapers were getting on with their labour’ in 
the harvest-fields. There I met the identical Captain, the 
subject of my curiosity, coming up the road, accompanied 

- 1 1 ' " iale » who leuut u P on Ws right arm as if she walked 
AMti difficulty ; while in Ins left he carried a young child 

whose head lay upon his broad shoulder, pillowed as if 

asleep, or depressed with sickness ; and his black servani 

who bore a considerable burden, walked by their side’ 

The female was evidently poor, but neat and clean • and 

her features were pale as death, with an expression of 

sickness and languor which roused my sympathy with mv 

approbation of the Captain’s benevolence — for I was satis- 
fied he was engaged in an act of charity. 

" Rllly >” 1 heard him say, “ you had as well g0 ou 
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before, and tell Mary to make all ready for our arrival. 
Poor tiling ! — she is a sailor’s wife, and one of us. 1 * 

Yes, Massa, I do so glai ly do so, ’ replied the negro. 
And away he moved from them, past me, with the bundle 
upon his arm 5 1 1 1 - i hat 1 i \ up his black face giving it, 

in my estimation, a look more interesting than I thought 
an African s could possess. The female looked gratefully 
at her supporter; and, as the Captain gazed first at her, 
then at her babe, I could see his clear blue eye glisten 
with tears my own heart swelled, my bad impressions left 
i" m a moment, and I could have put him in my bosom; 
I bowed to him with true reverence, as if I asked pardon 
lor the injustice I had done him, and lie looked at me as 
it lie was gratified, and gently nodded his head — all the 
return he could make, so fully occupied was he with his 
benevolent labours, 

“ My good sir,” said I, “ since you seem to be engaged 

in a noble act, may I request to be allowed to lend my 
aid?” 


‘ < Vriainly, with all my heart,” replied he; “ for I fear 
this good woman gets on but poorly with all the assistance 
I can give her.” 

w God bless you both,” said the woman, as I gave her 
my arm, “for your kindness I Oh, my baby! — my poor 
baby, I fear, has got his death in the cold of this miserable 
night. My husband! little did you think that your Peggy 

was So m*ar, ami expos'd to the bare heavens, sick and 

houseless, or you would have come to her help.” 

I requested her not to exert herself; and, as we pro- 
ceeded, l learned that the Captain and Billy, having been 
t early, had found the f inale and child in the middle of 
a group of reapers, who had discovered her at the entrance 
of the Odd, chilled, and almost deprived of sense, with the 
infant wrapped up in her bosom; and they had in part 
restored her to some faint' degree 1 of consciousness when 
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1 ( - i ih arrived, and took the whole charge upon him- 
self and his servant. 1 he* negro had used all the expedition 
in liis power, and met *us before we reached the house. 

Massa, said he, “ you give me the piccaninny — I 
carry it, if you please.” 

4 ^ ie c hhd opened its languid eyes as he laid hold of 
it: and, looking in the negro’s face, screamed with fright, 
leaned towards its mother, (who soothed it with her voice, 
m vain,) and nestled once more upon the Captain’s shoulder, 
clasping its little arms friendly round his neck. 

“Let him remain, Billy,” said he; “ I think the young 
one loves me.” * & 


In a few minutes we reached the house, where Mary 
received the female and child with all a mother’s care, 
vyhile the Captain and I looked on with feelings of satisfac- 
tion. I bade him adieu, promising to call in the evening. 
The day on which I had anticipated to be so happy, hung 
rather heavy upon my hands than otherwise ; and 1 longed 
much for an interview with the Captain, expecting, when 
an intimacy was established, to be much amused with his 
conversation, as, from his appearance, he was no common 
c aracter, and lie had already roused my curiosity, by 
some broken hints of his adventures. I waited upon him, 
and found the female much restored, and the negro nurs- 
ing the child, who appeared as much pleased with his 
nurse as he had been alarmed in the morning. After the 
first compliments were exchanged, I learned that the 
woman was the wife of a sailor, and on her way to Leith 
o join him. She had journeyed on foot from Lanark’ 
wiere she had been living with her mother during the 
nne he had been on a voyage to the South Seas. Having 
got accounts of Ins arrival in London, and his being to be 
m Leith, where he had got a berth in one of the Lefth and 

side ° b Tt S ’ and Where he Avished h er to come and re- 
, s e had set out, hut come off her road to visit a 
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relation she had, who resided in Colinton, and with whom 
she had intended to stay during the night ; but, unfortu- 
nately, she found that her relation had been dead 'or some 
weeks. The shock and grief had a great effect upon her ; 
and, having no other acquaintance in the place, she had 
resolved to proceed to Edinburgh, as she calculated there 
was sufficient time for her to do so before it would be 
dark, and the weather was delightful. Oppressed with 
her bundle, and sunk by her grief, she had plodded on, in 
hopes of soon meeting the husband of her love ; yet still 
her progress was slow, and the sun had set for some time, 
and the shades of evening had begun to thicken, ere she 
reached Craig- Lockhart ; but the spires of the distant city 
began to rise in view, and she hoped soon to see the end 
of her toil, when, from over-exertion, or some other cause, 
she became sick and faint — her limbs bent beneath her — 
and with difficulty she made her way to a gate, to be off 
the roadside, in hopes that the attacks would soon go off, 
and she would resume her way. She fainted ; and, when 
she came to her senses again, her babe was crying pite- 
ously upon her bosom. t was completely dark; and, 
after stilling the child, she in vain attempted to rise and 
resume her journey. It was far beyond her strength ; and 
fear, bordering on despair, took possession of her mind. 
It was very chill; and, covering her infant in the best 
manner she could from the cold, she, almost without hope, 
commended herself to God, and, weeping, resigned herseh 
calmly to her fate. She never expected to survive until 
the morning. The tedious hours rolled on, she knew not 
how — her child slept soundly, and her heart was in close 
communion with that merciful 1 lod who sustained her in 
all this misery — until the voices of the reapers sounded 
upon her cars like heavenly music, and hope once more 
warmed her breast; yet she was, at their first coming up, 
so weak that she could scarcely speak — a symptom that sur- 
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prised her, for she was unconscious of her extreme exhaus- 
tion, and her heart was hale from the manner iu which she 
had employed her thoughts during the cheerless hours. 

This is almost the words of the poor creature, who n..w 
was able to move about, and , x|, n 1 a wish to prooee 
to Leith— a step that would not be heard of by the Cap 
tain, who said lie would not allow her to depart until he 
had ascertained that her husband had arrived; and tin- 
name of the smack in which he sailed having been ascer- 
tained, we looked into the newspapers for the arri\ ds and 
departures at Leith, and found that the r. had not 
arrived. The grateful Margaret agreed to remain, to tin 
delight Of the negro, who appeared as fond of the child as 

if it had been his own. At the Captain’s request, I a nv,d 
with pleasure, to stay siq .per. ’ 

“ How I do love black Billy !" said hit host: «tH, i, . 

•md vlr' h ° iS b0ld “ * lio "' ,:,il1 "" 1 " * 

iind jot mild as a lamb. 1 * 

“ S “»” * aid appear to have a great regard for 

your black servant; I believe, from what I see he j 

worthy of it.” • te » nt Ls 

“He is not my servant,” said he-“he is my friend • vet 

meT d / n f Ve ' ,im t0 See any one do n,, y KtUe office for 

•f you know ,, is history and „,i„c, you wouW “J 

prised at what I now say of him.” SUr " 

repwTu ?“* VT «*>••• “'*• »k« pln.urr. • 
f.P , ’ ian to kn °w a little more of him and hie 

friend, would lie be so kind as oblige me." 

“With all my heart,” replied the old man, “ifyou have 
the patience to hear me.” 1 ' 

Supper was at this time brought in W n;n j 
despatched, when we drew h J? /’ aml S °° U 

the fireside, I felt as if I Lad been ’ Seat ° d b - v 

him for many years. Ultimate terms with 
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“ My name is William Robertson,” lie began ; “ I am a 
native of Edinburgh, born within the sound of St. Giles’ 
bells. My parents were once in a respectable line of busi- 
ness ; but they died when 1 was very young, leaving me to 
the care of my paternal uncle — for I was an only child. 
This uncle, who has long since rendered his account at 
that judgment-seat where we must all appear, took pos- 
session of all my father’s property, and became tutor to me. 
I was too young, at the time, to know my loss, but soon 
felt it in all its bitterness ; for he used me very ill, so much 
so that I trembled at his voice. I was quite neglected, 
and allowed to ramble about as much as I pleased, 
amongst the other idle boys of the neighbourhood. I 
could read and write a little at the death of my parents, 
which was all the instruction I received. I was now 
nearly thirteen; and, as my uncle’s abuse became quite 
intolerable to me, I left the house, boy as I was, and 
entered on board a trader at Leith, which was on the 
point of sailing for America. The captain, who was one 
of the best of men, waited upon my uncle before we sailed; 
and, I believe, as much by threat of compulsion by law, as 
any entreaty he used, got from him a few necessaries for 
me— for, besides his other ill usage, he kept me miserably 
clad. The five years I sailed in the Bounty of Leith, 
were the happiest I had ever spent— for my kind master 
had me taught navigation, and everything necessary for a 
seamen to know ; but, in the middle of this prosperity, 
when I was to have been made his mate next voyage, the 
American war broke out, and I was impressed as soon as 
our vessel cast anchor in Leith Roads. I was only grieved 
to be parted from my kind captain, who was as vexed to 
leave me — but in vain he applied to have me set at liberty; 
and, to be short, I served out the period of the war, and 
was in a good deal of service. The seventy-four I was in 
being on the West India station, I was not paid off for 
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some months after the peace. < )n arriving at Portsmouth, 
I followed the usual course of sailors ; and, having gone 
to amuse myself with some of my shipmates, I got robbed 
of all I had in the woild; and, when I came to my senses, 
I found I had not even a sixpence in my pocket, a shoe on 
my feet, or a hat on my head. I was thus in a strange 
place, quite destitute ; but I soon got a loan of some 
money from one of my comrades, who had been more 
prudent or more fortunate than myself, and set off for 
London to proceed to Leith. I learned there, from a 
Leith trader, that the Bounty had been taken by the 
Fiench, and that my old captain had left going to sea; so 
I gave up all thoughts of returning to Leith. Bert] 
were at this time not to be obtained — the seamen were 
to be seen wandering upon the quays of every port, 
||®^ing foife canployment in vain ; and thus, young and 
vigorous as I was, I was reduced to great want. In 
this dilemma, I thought of writing to my uncle— bein^ 
advised by one of my acquaintances, who knew much 
more of the world than I did, to do so, and threaten to 
ca him to account for his intromissions with my lather’s 
effects, if he did not send me, by return of post, a few 
pounds for my immediate wants. I waited most anxiously 
for an answer, which I duly received ; but it brought me 
no supply, and I learned that he had been for a long time 
bankrupt, and was at this time, if possible, in greater want 
an myself. In a day or two after, I got a berth in a 
ristol trader, whose master was an old messmate of mine 
and who having told me I had a better chance in Bristol 
an in London, I cheerfully made the run : but I found 
erths as difficult to be obtained there as in London; and 
in this desperate state of my affairs, I was persuaded to go 
a voyage to the coast of Africa, in a slaving ship_a species 

do Sfer^The ^ 6Dgage ia if he cau 

o bettei . The men are in general not well used ; and the 

GO 
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danger is groat as regards life, both from fatigue and tho 
climate. You must not judge of me by this voyage \ for 
the slave trade was then as legitimate as any other branch 
ot commerce, and much the same, for popularity or un- 
popularity, as it is in America at (lie present time.” 

U I don’t think harshly of you on this account/’ replied 
lj <f * only beg you to be as circumstantial as you cau 
regarding this inhuman branch of traffic, now so happily 

destroyed by the unwearied efforts of Christian benevo- 
lence.” 

I o proceed, the vessel lay at .King’s Road, waiting ?ny 
arrival on board, to overhaul her stores, to see what might 
be ft wan ting. Her name was the Qu$ 89 % ChdTlotts / she 
mounted ( wmty-two guns ; her captain was culled hv tin' 

seamen the Gallipot Captain, as he lmd formerly been 

doctor on board tin* same vessel, and, her captain having 
died in her last voyage, he WttS now tho commander, in 

con equence of having brought her home. I went on 
board in the captain’s boat, which was waiting for me, and 

bi my great Joy, found an old messmate who had sailed in 
the Kxoter man -Ol- war with mt'. lie was now second- 
mnte of the Qu&$9 1 Chart ntt*\ and I was engaged as boat- 
swain. We were soon ready for sea; and unmoored about. 

eight, oeloek, tho wind chopping about, to the east. The 
Captain and pilot eameou hoard through (benight, and wG 
sot Hail for the African coast on the morning of the 1st 
ol May, 1788. We passed the island of Madeira on the 
8th of the month j and having got hoyond the (Aiitary 
and (fapo d© Vot'd islands, all beoamo bustle on board, 
making preparations lbr the coast j the carpenters fitting 

up barricades to keep the male and female slaves apart, 
and the Cooper gutting ready nil tho tubs and \essels tor 
their me, 'I hough i n tii it icipn I ion, I may sa^ t hat the males 
are never allowed to sis' the females until they are put on 

shore. The children are with the women, in general ; but 
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&i6 times allow ed to run. at large all over tlie sliipj and 
meny little creatures they are, and soon pick up a number 
. of English words. The first land we made was Cape Pal- 
mas. Still steering along the coast, keeping a good offing 
until we passed Cape Three Points and Cape Coast Castle, 
we crossed the Bight of Benin, aud made the land again, 
which is so low that you can scarce distinguish it from the 
water— the tall palms resembling a large fleet of ships. 

e weather was so thick and hazy that we lay at the Bar 
hve days before we could venture in— the tide running so 
strong, at full moon, that it is with difficulty the boats can 
pu against it. Upon our getting up, we found about 
thirty sail of large ships, some of them fitted up for one 
thousand slaves, all (save a few completely slaved) waiting 
for cargoes, several with none on board, and others half-full 
Ihere was one sad memento of the unhealthiness of this 
vi e p ace which made a deep impression on me, thoughtless 
as I was. There was a beautiful French ship lyin* a t 
anchor off the town, without one single person alive° on 
board that had come out in her from Europe -captain, 
doctor, and all had died ; and the agent had written to the 
owners to send out a new crew, either to complete the 
voyage or carry her back to France. This was a sad sight 
for us ; and we all heartily wished ourselves safe out of a 
place where never a day passed without two, three, or more 

!, ein * ,wed “ fro- ao ships, » 

details of' thri ^ * *“ the 

KiimPe.nil fl S g ^ We lon S ed much for 

to break trade as iUs c^fw^ f ^ PlaC6 ’ *° C ° me ° n b ° ard ’ 

either to buy or sell until hehasgot 

and made his selection of the goods that t ? ?' 

ae same toe that he fixes to prises himself. At toes 

ajest, is very backward, aud a long time ehuses 

before he comes on board— for he is as „ • lp ? 

11 1S as cunning and 
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political as any European statesman that ever penned a 
protocol ; but tbc captoiu, wbo W beer, oft™ 'here be" 
fore, kmr well the customs of tbc place, «„d h„w to 

'““V-Hv «• W* «H. In tbc » fta . 

wcie all prepared, he sent his l»..nt to the l,nvn ’ U11( ] 0r 
he command of the mate, who carried a private ‘dash’ 

• pi.sty, consisting of „ bln,, uniform, aU 

, ' , ' f° ' , ! C ‘ % 80 • Stlli tlmt "<»ild scarcely fold. This 

Imd the desired effect ; for the answer was, that he would 

' I* 1 ie , uc.cn Charlotte next day— and this was the 
ninth since our arrival. 

moi ning all was again hustle, prep aring foy tt 

su pi uom dinner for the king, in which there behoved 
he forgo! a huge plum-pudding, and a roast pig, two 

< is les upon winch depend the pood or ill humour of his 
]\l a |e,\l v ; and the larger (he leap its are, (he heller is his 

umour, os oU that is not consumed at the time is taken 
ore with him, li w;is neoessaiy that everything of 

value should l arefully put out of sight; for the moment 

it attracts the attention of the kiug, he will immediately 
as < for it, and never cease to importune until he has 
obtained it. There is no use in refusing, if you moan to 

trade; ami all y.,., e,„, ,i„, lnnkt , ,. 1|0 i)( , st lmiw fill . 

yourHid! you can, on the principle of present for present. 

About eleven odook, we heard from the shore a con- 
fused sound "i drums and horns; and, soon after, the royal 
0an0 ®» Of One Single tree, put olfiu great state, with 

"••nrh 0,10 addling hei’ along, her colon,* 

flying, ami about a dozen of nm lioiaus in lier bow, some 
blowing upon antelopes’ horns, others beating upon drums 
»ud Other things, ami Hie remainder chanting or singing 

" voice as m the horns and drums. Ilia 

IMnj.iiy Hat upon a platform, in an at hair, in the centre 

of 11 VM " W > surrounded by his favourites, all of whom ho 
{nvites to his feast*. ti„. v were dressed agreeably to 
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then tastes his Majesty’s uniform consisting of a cocked 
hat, a blue laced coat and red vest, with a shirt ruffled at 
■bi^ast and wristbands, and about six or seven yards of 
calico wrapped round his loins; while his legs and feet 

from H n ’ I"' ^ WM at thia time offering 

nm- / i • aPPeai ' ed t0 be ab0ut years of age 
P 7 . la 1S a PP earance , but extremely fat. When he 

Wa b ° 1Sed upon de <*> tia attendants carried him cha r 
and all, into the cabin, where they passed a jovi 1 at 

X, csr t : a " rMged *° *• 

.paities. ihe king had seven puncheons n f k , 

° tlie f «“• - same „ s daT 7 ;r';’ 

was immediately put on shore. h ; wh,ch 

•‘Next forenoon, our decks ^ , 

merchants, bargaining f or tbe ^ tho Mli ™ 

«nged, and the half of the value paid in advtn Tj°° n 
rendered necessary, from the traders not ha vin ''V ™ 1 *’." 1 

the town, but being obliged to <rn nn *i • ® 10 s * avesi n 

them at the new moon. This MngX a feXkv PU1 '° l ;“ i,> 
to wait patiently. On the ni-ht hefo« I T ” W 
sound of drums aud horns never ceased^ ^ ° Ut ’ tbe 
lighted torches were to be seen all aln ’ ff ® , pai ' tles wit] i 
to the water’s ed^e placino olf r * ° beac ^> do ' vn 

dried fish, upon stakes, for the use of tw • ’ ^ and 

that he might give them a 011 J^w-jew or god, 

of their worship is the guana y°f ag !' Tlie ol) joct 

same appearance as the alligator but "' 0 ,! aVU1 ® much t,ie 

pletely domesticated that l'C ^ “d fioX 7 C °”' 

Indoetl. the nativ« build hub f“ « ^ 

vot^als are regularly placed every Z '**"> 

n the morning, they set off with theiv 
deep with goods, and well armed Of X f ,0atW 

expedition wo only got twenty slav« wmX ° f Ms 
onr cargo would be completed next t’nn l “f S "™ nce 
arrangements up the country f or mor P ' Xf 
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mTLted 1 S S o lme ’ fi , t0 g6t their buHs fome nted 

. J ,s # 0 muc ^ ^ la( 3 they been injured from 
andT^was Whlch they had been secured by the traders; 

e, ed. 1 he gyves we put ou did not gall the ankles, while 

l a! o Vei ’ e i T Ul ’ e; bUt theil ' greatest foconvenieuce was 

of]l!, a eV r' f ° CCaSi ° U ° ne had t0 move - the companion 
his cham had to accompany him. During our tedious 

stay, it was my duty often to go to King Peppel’s town for 

water, and there I recollect well, I met a handsome yomm 

fenmle slave, who used to weep much, and importune me" 

eg.o English, to purchase and carry her to the West 

the bl!k lnt ‘ 1 WaS mWh SVr P dsed ^ this request, for 
1 / ai e in general very averse to leave the country : 

m . iaV1 ", g "‘ ade ln quiry into her history, found it to be 
st ci uel. I never was so sorry for a slave as I was for 

* ! .v° l , mg crea, tnre. She had been taken captive at the 
surpnsal and plunder of her native town— her husband 

'•mug escaped— and, being heavy with child, had been 
■ 1 'vered on her way to the coast, where she and her 
m ant were shipped for the West Indies. In the voyage 
on ,, the captain having taken a fancy to her person, kept 
her m lus cabin, and did not sell her, but brought her 
again ,o onny, where lie had come for a new car«o. It 
so happened that her husband had, like herself, been 
reduced to slavery, and was brought on board the very 
slup in which she was. Her feelings may more easily be 
conceived than described. Neither flattery nor punish- 
ment could make her comply with the captain’s wishes: 
and lie was so provoked, that he exchanged her for another 
slave with King Peppel, who had passed his word never 
i.) sell her to any one of the Kuropean traders. Her hus- 
band and child were meanwhile carried away, and she was 
loft behind, to linger out a lifo of hopeless grief. 

Det me hasten to leave this horrible place. I could 
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make your heart sick by relating a hundredth part of 
what I was forced to witness. As to what happened in 
our own ship, I cannot avoid. After next new moon, we 
received the remainder of our cargo— four hundred slaves 
male and female. The receiving them on board is the 
most heart-breaking and disagreeable part of the whole of 
a s aving voyage. When they come first on board, extreme 

eroans Zh in evei 7 featllre S and their tears and . 

even thn Ih ^ V* lr ° nS feW hearts cau withstand, 

Z and last ' J Cursed ^ a tho J us°and tile" 

land rather^ rej ] ° ICed T t ° have been a beggar in Soot- 
he ancle! T" ~ The “ en are chain ^ by 

^ ancles, two and two, then placed within their own 

in' the that h T h * nd and Wife > sister and brother, 
come flmt on Cd t'LZf T *"7 ° f * ^ ^ 

rather choosing *« <Me than live, and thinking only 

our eatintr Q • v * 7 ma ? become fat and fit for 

9ilf f , prejudice many of them firmly believe in 

&ud founded on the notion that , i • , * 

t i uiion mat the whites are men-e^i tpr<3 

‘^ilHht Min “ialnT- *• Tf 

-It, fit there is much JumT^Iw t“ 

Arguments, eonld w 7? ‘ remble - 

be of no avail — .the ca T thl * 1 rw “ t ,‘°“S" es . ™uld 
administered until they comniv and tbal is 

0 i comply. Ihe sight of it or 

strokes in ereneral io (,«/& • . « , ° U1 a low 

Of the males will stand on? 1°'' ?• femaIes ; W ma V 
bogging, never utter a g"ln sn ’ !?■’ duri “ g the 

the face of their torment *~ Sna P pm g tbeir Angers in 

0 Funie ! ’ (Never mind n .7’ ^ C1Tlng ’ <0 ^urne ! 
despair and recklessness & ***** t0ken ° f their 

g-g onr cargo so IT W^oT^ 5 
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A \i‘ ^ I ( Tl K ‘l along-side in his begging disguise— and 
wished no more. His custom was to visit each ship, 
meanly dressed, and in a winning voice, equivalent to a 
demand, beseech an alms — and lie never begged in vain, 
for the royal beggar always got a handsome present ; and, 
indeed, the ultimate success of the voyage required this, 
in consequence of 1 1 is 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 ’ iied power over iis subjec s. 

“Having got on board the lime-juice and other neces- 
saries, all we required was the royal leave to depart ; and 
at length his Majesty came on board, in as great state as 
at first — the same scene was acted over again — his parting- 
p resent was litlle inferior to the former, the difference 
being, that this was called a farewell present, and was 
returned by a man slave, and two elephant’s teeth. The 
price of a prime male slave was, at this time, in Bonny, 
equal to an elephant’s tooth of sixty-five pounds weight or 

J 

one thousand billets of red wood — nearly £10 of English 

* O 

money. 


“Next day we set sail ibr St. Vincent, to our great joy, 
having lain here exactly six weeks and one day. Both 
the crew and the slaves began to grow very sickly. i’he 
duties of the crew were very severe, and, as disease pre- 
vailed. these became more and more disagreeable. As 

' O 

you seem interested, I will give you a faint, unconnected 
sketch of the run ; but I would much rather pass it over, 
though the Queen Charlotte was remarked for her care 
and humanity to the slaves. To proceed : — 

“Next morning, the negroes were forced upon deck, 
and the plaoe where they had passed the night upon the 

l-:i 1 r hoard , naked a ■ I hry were born, was sci ubhrd with 

lime-juice, until every stain was removed. When upon 
deck, chained by the ankles, two and two, a strict watch 

behoved to bo kept over them* to prevent them from 

throwing themselves overboard — a lemedy lor their suf- 
ferings they are keen to resort to for the first fortnight ; 
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and, when the state ot the weather would pern t, the 
dium and fife being played, they were compelled to dance 
at least twice a day, to make their blood circulate, and 
promote their health. At these times, there was such a 
clanking of chains anil stamping upon the decks, you 
would have thought they would have been beateu to 
pieces by them ; and no wonder, when they were about 
two hundred lusty fellows, all in violent exercise at one 
time. At first the cat was forced to be employed • but 
they are very fond of the drum, and soon call of them- 
selves for “jiggery-jigg,” as they term it ; will take the 
instruments themselves, beat their own time in their own 
way, and dance away in their own fashion. 

‘ We had four or five different nations on board. Of one 
nation we had only twenty ; and these we found were more 
than enough, from the trouble they gave us, forcing us to 
confine them by themselves, as all the other nation^ were 
afiaid of them, and said they were men-eaters. These 
stood nearly six feet high, and stout in proportion • their 

teeth were ground to a point, and fitted into each other 

like a rat-trap; their nails were long and strong ; they were 

sullen and untractable, and of consequence often flog , d , 0 
make them eat, at which times their looks, as .hey s ffpp£ 
len ngeis in your face, and growled ‘ O Furrie !’ to one 
another were horrible. In vain was all our care ami at 

^fety of thelv and _ e 7 ei 7 consistent with the 
and sometimes three, per day ; bub some nations w, „ , , 1 ’ 

zsrT' 1 — ■% - 'i'z 

to them. It was really beautiful to wituess their fci.T.I,. ' 
each other of the same nation. If any „f U3 gave one 
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of thei u a piece oi salt beef — of which they were very fond, 
but of which they were allowed none, or fear of creating 
thirst — he that got it, though it were no larger than my 
finger, would pull it, fibre by fibre, and divide it equally, 
making, with scrupulous accuracy, his own proportion no 
larger than any of the others ; while the man that gave it 
would get the grateful negro’s day’s allowance of liquor for 
it, when we went below to secure them for the night. Be- 
fore they were turned below, they were carefully searched, 
lest they had concealed a nail, or any bit of iron, in their 
bekka, or little bag, by which they might have been enabled 
to undo their chains ; and in the mornings, their irons and 
berths were as carefully examined But what availed our 
care and attention, where sickness and death reigned trium- 
phant ? Never a day passed but one or two were thrown 
overboard, some days three ; and, during our run to St. 
Vincent, of six weeks, we lost, out of a cargo of four hun- 
dred, one hundred and twenty. Two of the crew also died, 
and I myself was given up for deal h by the captain ; but, 
contrary to his and my own expectation, 1 recovered 
rapidly. Alter i began to get convalescent, 1 had picked 
up a few of the poor creatures’ words, and did my best, 
weak as I was, to relieve their wants, which were very 
u rgent. The captain, from the very first, when he observed 
my dislike to the service I had engaged in, and the pity 
expressed in my looks, told me to take it easy, for that I 
would soon get accustomed to it. But I never could. 
Their complaints and piteous moans ceased not, night nor 
day. Although they were, in the night, confined below, 
and the crew had slung i heir hammocks on deck, under a 
spare sail, or anywhere they thought they would be most 
oui < 1 1 m ' sounds, still their moanings disturbed our sleep. 

Vain was the threat, ‘ Nappy bccca — paum paum/ (Be 
quiet — 1 will beat you,) and the cat shaken over them. 

* Korio eerie cucoo’ (I am sick plenty) was the reply. 
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‘Bieade biea’ (I want the doctor) sounded from every 
part f but ‘ Biea menie ’ (L want water) was the constant 
cry at all times — yet we were liberal in our allowance, 
and constantly supplying them with it. 

“We gave them hot tea, when side, made of pepper 
and boiled water, which they relished very much, crying 
often Biea de biea ocko menie — eerie eerie oucoo/ (I 
want the doctor and hot water — X am very sick.) Thi-< 
would often be repeated from twenty voices at once, in 
their soft, plaintive manner of speaking, as they gathered 
confidence from the time they had been on board. As 
long as they were able to move, we forced them to the 
deck ; but we in general found them dead in the morning 
when we went below to send them up. Often did the com- 
panion of the dead man’s chain feign death, to be thrown 
overboard with him ; but the cat was always applied to 
test him, and he was kept alive against his will. All this 
happened oftenest within the first fortnight or three weeks • 
for, by the fourth week, we had gained their confidence 
in a great measure, and heir teal’s had worn off. Tin 
captain s custom was, when we found any one of them 
cheerful, and apparently easy in mind, to' take off their 
chains clothe them in a pair of dowsers and frock, and 
give them a charge over their fellows. Then thev became 

proud, and stalked over the deck like admirals— and none 

more ready with the cat than they. Thus we gained unnn 
them fast— the others envying those whom they 
dressed and trusted ; so that, before we reach the end of 
the voyage, they were all, except some indomitable s , * 
clo lied and walking the deck. Though still strfctiv 
watched, we allowed some of them to go aloft- and +1 * 
soon became useful, more especially the boys who h t iJ L 
they left the vessel, were, some of them no des„i l 

men lien heed of their irons, and dressed, if thev 

the loan of a razor, or even 1 <• v i , u • & ofc 

’ oi en a piece of broken bottle, they 
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would shave, and cut their hair in their own fashion, ai.d 
become, if possible, more vain and proud of their appear- 
ance. In the middle of this heart-rending misery, at 

least to me, there was one ray of light that enlivened 
the gloom. 

We had on board of us a son of Bonnyface, the prime 
w mister or chief favourite of King Peppel. He had been 
intrusted to Captain Waugh, as a great favour, to take him 
to England for his education, and we were to take him out 
again next voyage. Billy Bonnyface acted on board like 
a ministering angel. He was a sweet boy, and of great 
seivice to the captain, in soothing and giving confidence to 
the slaves, and attending the sick. He felt most acutely 
for their distress, and was constantly pleading with the 
captain for some little comfort or other for them — the tears 
streaming down his ebony face, in which the unsophisti- 
cated workings of his young mind were more moving than 
h is words. .All looked upon him as a friend, while by those 
vliose language he spoke lie was almost adored. All the 
crew, too, loved him; for to every one of them he had 
rendered some little service, by interceding for them with 
the captain, over whom his influence was great. A smarter 
= more active boy I never saw ; he spoke English, for a 
negro, very well, and took great delight in teaching the 
black boy-slaves, who learned amazingly fast. I know not 
how it was, but little Bil y loved me more than any other 

rew, and I can safely say there was no love lost. 

' Urn lie had a moment at leisure lie was ever with me. 
You can judge by my looks if there was anything comely 
in them ; yet the dear boy often hung round my neck and 
kissed me, while I held him to my bosom, and he called 
me Dad Itobion.” 

Here the worthy captain paused, as it from extreme 
emotion. I lelt as ii I could have wept myself, f i.e 
hastily resumed — 
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“ I am an old fool. 1 shall go on, if I don’t siukou 
you with my gossip.” 

“ Proceed,” 1 said— “in charity, proceed.” 

“I thank you,” he replied. “ Till now 1 had almost 
persuaded myself that no one cared for what I said, but 
Hilly.” And here he rung tlm lu ll, and the negro entered. 

“ Billy/’ said he, “ it wears late; bring an extra glass, and 
take your wonted seat.” 

“lank you, massa,” said the negro; “rather sit wit 
Mary. Picaniuny no sleep yet.” 

Well, hilly, as you please, he said, and resumed 

“On proceeding to the southward, wo got becalmed 
eleven days in 2 east longitude. After a few days lying 
logging and motionless upon the water, despondency began 
to take possession of our minds ; our water and pr.’.vi -i' tl - 

were wearing fast away, and the slaves dying fust, three 
and four being often thrown overboard at once. The most 
gloomy and fearful ideas began to occupy our minds — death 
stated us in the face, and we were utterly powerless. On 
the tenth day, the men begau to gather together in parties 
and whisper what they feared to speak ah. ml. I hey 
looked with an evil eye upon our chief mate, who was 
both feared and hated; to the crew he was tyrannical 
but to the Slaves he was cruel in the extreme ; ami 
little Billy avoided lmn as if he had been a fiend. He 
was, indeed, a hardened slaver of many years’ standing ; 
but the circumstance that would have sealed bis clo/im 
was, that, on his last voyage to the coast, the shin 
m was m had been becalmed in the same latitude for 
weny wu,s, the captain, doctor, and all on board 
pmshed, except himself, two boys, and two of the slaves, 

I , ° £ r f slx Europeans and four hundred slaves, which 

they left the coast with. This was a subject he never 
wished to hear mentioned, and did all in ‘his p 0 we. to 
avoid being spoken to about; but he aud 1 being on the 
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best of terms, in consequence of my having laid him 

1 he ]i obligation to me at Bonny, he yielded to my 
request, and gave me the following details : — 

^ e ^he coast of Africa all well/ he said ; ‘in 
better health than common, and in high spirits. Nothing 

par ticular happened until we were about the place where 
we now are, when we had, first, variable winds for some 
days ; then all at once it fell a dead calm, and our sails 
hung loose upon our masts. We felt no uneasiness at 
first, as such t flings are usual in these latitudes ; and we 
only regretted the loss we were sustaining in our cargo, 
who had become very sickly, and were dying fast. Thus 
thiee weeks passed on, and despair began to steal upon 
us our provisions and water began to threaten a short- 

* mg, and it was now agreed to shorten our allowance of 

both, until a breeze sprung up. Our crew were listlessly 

loitering about the deck, and adding to the horrors of our 

situation by relating dismal stories which they had heard 

of vessels becalmed ii these latitudes j and their spirits 

sank still lower and lower. Thus, week followed week, 

and no relief came — our despondency deepened — more 

than one-half of our slaves were already dead; and, hy 

the fourteenth week, our water was 'almost spent, when it 

was debated by the crew whether we should not force the 

remainder of the slaves overboard. We were reduced to 

perfect skeletons by an \iely and want; and the slaves were 

much worse off than even we. When the result of the 

council was made known to the captain and mate, they 

gave a decided refusal, and armed themselves, threatening 

* ? 

I«> shoot the first man who would again propose it; and it 
was again agreed to shorten yet further our scanty allow- 
ance of water. On the sixteenth week, the [Europeans 
began to die as fast us the slaves, who were now reduced 

to one hundred and four, the crew to thirty-six. Our 
sufferings were terrible. Our thirst parched and shrivelled 


THE SLAVE. 


239 


up our throats. So listless wore we, that the slaves were 

e at lai 0 e, and many of them leaped over- 
boaid, jelling feartully as they splashed in the water, we 
not caring to prevent them, but rather wishing that they 
might all immolate themselves in the same way. We 
scarcely every slept when we lay down ; our torments were 
so great that we would start up in a state of stupefaction, 
and wander over the deck like ghosts, until we sank down 
again, exhausted. The eyes of all were dim, some glaring 
bloodshot, red as raw beef. Several of the crew leaped 
overboard in a state of wild derangement; others would bo 
walking or conversing in their usual way, and suddenly 
drop down dead, expiring without a groan. Thus did we 
linger out eighteen weeks, when the captain took to his 
cabin, and died through the night. Death’s progress was 
fearful until the end of the nineteenth week, when all that 
remained alive out of such a number, were, of the Euro 
peans, only myself and two boys, who kept up better than 
the men, and two young slaves. But by this time, there 
was no distinction between black and white : we lay side 
by side, looking over the bulwarks of the vessel upon the 
glassy expanse of water ; then to our sails that hun" ui .. . n 
our masts like sere-cloths ; then at each other— and our 
hearts felt as if they had ceased to beat. The heat was 
intolerable. We had only half a barrel of water on board 

: aDd such water as none ashore would have allowed to re- 
main in t eir house ; it was putrid, yet we were grieved at 
the smallness of the quantity ; for in our present condition 
it was more precious than gold or diamonds, and was to us 
most sweet. There was still as little appearance of a wind 
springing up as on the first day of the calm. I was thus 
m possession of the vessel, without the means of working 
her, should a breeze spring up. The fear of this made me 
enlarge the allowance of water to the two slaves and boys, 
as on their lives my only chance of escape depended ; for 
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were they to die, I must, like all my fellows, also die in the 
calm, or become the sport of the winds and waves, when 
this appalling stillness in nature should cease to chain me 
to his fatai spot I tow could 1 express what we felt when 
we first beheld the ripple upon the distant waters, as the 
long-looked for wind came gently along ! We stretched 
out our arms, we wept like children, and the burning drops 
smarted upon our chopped and blistered faces — the breeze 
reached our decks, we felt as if our thirst had fled and we 
were bathed in pure water so balmy did it feel, ’lie sails 
that had hung loose upon the yards for twenty weeks began 
to fill. The vessel moved through the water ; i stood at 
the helm ; and we soon left this fatal latitude far behind. 
I never left the deck until we arrived at Barbadoes. When 


overcome by sleep, one of the boys steered by the direc- 
tions I gave, until I awoke again, and took the helm ; and 
when lie pilot came on board, as we neared the island, we 
had not one gill of water in the ship.’ 

u My heart sank within me,” continued the Captain, “at 
this recital. We wei’e in the same place, and lmd every 
prospect o sharing a similar fate. We were on short 
allowance of water; and it is the remembrance of thes 


few fearful days that, as I walk alone, will at times even yet 
come over my mind, and, while their horror is upon me, 
vivid as it was at the time, if I see water recklessly wasted, 

I feel angry, until the illusion has fled, and then 1 bless 
God that I am in the middle of green fields, and not that 
watery waste that glowed like a furnace from the intense 
rays of the SUB, ami where nothing met the anxious ga, 
of the sufferer but an expanse of water and sky, both 
equally bright and unvaried, without cloud in the one or 
swell in the other, all still as death, save any noise in the 
vessel, which, if ever so m ill, was, at this time, fearfully 
acute to our oars. On the afternoon of the eleventh day, 
fortunately for tilts mate, and equally so for us all, a 1 >reeze 
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came rustlmg along the waters, our sails filled, and wc 
g ided along with joyful hearts. Great was the deliverance 
to us aU, but greatest to that threatened victim ; for had 
we continued many days in the same situation, the ship’s 
crew would have made a Jonah of him and tiirown L 

overboard, as the man himself did not hesitate to say ouv 
bad fortune was solely on his account 7 

dull iY,T “A f St «>e slaves became very 

1 Ud low-spirited, especially when they saw from „Z 

decks the ^ngs of negroes at work in the fieids, as we ZTd 

np along the shores of the islands. We were now all busy 

preparing them tor the market,— that is, givinc them frocH 

and trowsers, and making them clean white the «Wn 

sent on shore for the black decoys, to raise their spirited 
give them confidence. These decovs kl. * 

Ttod^ 77 ° f a hei “ frCe ’ mi otb<,re sla7 ®- TheymTe 

They come on beaYgady tZiSSZ *S 

loaded with baubles, of which A hive a At manv“t 

from the coast,) they address each in their owl , 6 

tell them a number of cock-and-bull stories ; point to°th J 
selves; profess all manner of iov to see +k P . » to them- 

Of w«dth and happiness, where they wiH 

friendship for them, distribute the b^iAlA^Y™* 
efffae they leave the vessel. This has all thHAd 

spirits, and anxious to get on shore The i W1 °* 

voyage was now accomplished ; for they were IAh ^ lY 

agente „„ sh „ rej aa<J „ law M m< J of ^ sold by the 

“ ' P ™ S Cleared ° f «* the carpenters 3 coin- 

70 
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menced to take down the barricades, and we to prepare for 
returning home, taking in water 01 ballast. I had no wish 
to return to i Britain at this time, as berths were so difficult 
to be had when 1 left home, and I told Captain Waugh so ; 
but lie refused to let me leave the vessel,, for he had not 
many good seamen in his crew , and I having signed the 
articles for the whole voyage, did not choose to forfeit my 
wages thus dearly won — so I at once made up my mind to 
return, and thought no moreoi it We remained here for 
seven weeks before the captain got all his business settled, 
during which time 1 would have wearied very much, had 
it not been for little Billy, who was seldom from my side. 
As I went very little ashore, lie preferred staying with me 
to going even with the captain, who was as well pleased 
at the choice, as his sole object was to be we! spoken of by 
the boy to his father when they returned to the coast, that 
he might have the favour of old Bonnyface, who was King 
Peppel’s chief minister, and had greater influence with him 


than any of his other favourites. 

“Billy himself was one of the sweetest tempered and 
smartest boys of his age I ever saw, yet irascible to madness 

at the least affront from any one ; for his nature had never 

been subject to the least training, and his passions were 
under no control* His countenance was the true index of 
his heart ; and if any of the men intentionally gave him 

nflenee, his largo blark eyes would (lash ill an instant, lie 

would spring at litem like a tiger, to tear them with Ins 
teeth, and it would be some time before wo could get him 

appeased ; but, when the rago died away, ho would think 

no more of it, nor would ho complain to tho captain, as he 
knew that the man would have been punished. However, it 
was only when some of the crew returned on board the worse 

of liquor, that they over meddled with him ; for otherwise 

there wa mot ;» man in thoshipbut would 1m oassoon thought 
of leaping overboard, as giving him the slightest offence. 
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Billy began to weary to get under way as much as 

myself; and when I asked him why he was so anxious to 
get to Britain, he replied, simply— 

‘‘j 1 , m " cll i "' anfc t0 make book speak ! You make book 
spea . ad Robion, and all white man make book speak ! 

a gives much power, dat make big man— so me wish 
to make book speak.’ 

llearn 1 ; MT i* 1 ’ 1 ! 7 ’’ 1 ^ ‘ t(> hear 3™ sa 7 so - Will yon 
eam if I teach you, Billy, while we lie here ? It will 

so far good for you that you will not have to begin 
when we reach Bristol.’ a 

me-Ir a !Ti ke U 7 gkd) ’ he re P lied * ‘You teacha 
1 * j|| e alheart, me all attention, me never tink but 

w ayou say. And he threw his arms round my neck. 

what I^d rdttatfl t Sei ' i0USly th0Ught ** 

proper book to beo-fo with t, c clnfc ot a 

““ b ° ard s “ 1 s°‘ *om tlie carpenter a smooth board 

- delight in and 1 a • ' be Utmost 

l j > «■* before we 

0 1r o ” I Z" V b °° k Ration t' he 

puzzling questions to me as ml rat bh, 7 Whonl 

used to shake his head, and say- ^ligmn, he 

<c no tink dat * for wlnf Q w 

| -t . , * swear white man 

steal, lie drink over too much h^ Ar, t , / man 

how dat?’ ’ d wliat hook say no; 

“ 1 fel V t quite im P°ssible, from what he saw in 
crew, and what he had seen of the other ™ 

7, to make him believe that white men had any rule 
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of conduct but their own inclinations and avarice. 1 
sighed, and gave up the task j for what is instruction or 
precept to an ingenuous mind, without example; and our 
, ' ion is belied by too many around, who acknowledge 
and claim the faith as theirs by word, and yet give it the 
bo by their actions.— At length we sailed, and reached 
Ivings Road on the 1st of January, 1789. 

Z L Tr S v fortunate as S et a berth, as mate, on board 

° Sfc Indiaman > wlnch was taking her cargo on board. 
±5illy was, meanwhile, put to school, and I saw him every 

evening, at his request, and by Captain Waugh’s leave. 

When he heard I was going to leave Bristol, and not to go 

oMfik to the coast in the Queen Charlotte again, he weptJ 

and importuned me, in the most moving terms, to go to 

Bonny with him, where he would cause his father to give 

me as many slaves as I pleased, and he would send his own 

people to gH i Iiem for me. ! was vexed to part with him, 

and did what I could to soothe him before my departure; 

but still I left him disconsolate. I once more left Bristol 

m the beginning of February, and bad a fine run to 

Jamaica, where .1 left the vessel, with the consent of mv 

captain, having made an exchange with a lad belonging to 

I Bristol, who was mate in an American trader, and wished 
to get home, as ho did not keep his health well in these 
climates ; and, as he was an acquaintance of the captain’s, 
all parties were agreeable. I now continued for several 
years in the carrying trade between the different islands 
and the continent of America, saved money very fast, pur- 
ehasod a share of a large brig, and sailed her successfully 
as oaptam, The war was now raging between Britain ami 
lln I 1 1 <‘ii< b IvepubllO , but it did notallect my prosperity, 

Ibr, being now a naturalized Amerioan, my ship and papers 

were a passport to ini-, and I sailed unmolested by the Hoots 
mid pi ivati eis ol both nations. Bill, my heart was British, 

and rejoiced in the superiority slm held at sen, as if L had 
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been in the British service, and fighting for my country. 

mvUT 3 T S 7? ,m ^ d P ros l Jere dwith me. I thought 

thou cli 7% f° rI . neVer Was ava i'icious— and had some 
thoughts of returning to Edinburgh, when the failure of a 

mercantile house in Charlestown reduced me once more to 

I S2i 1 7 US “ <I d0llara - T, ‘ ere no use of fretting, 
had all to do over again, and to it I set. < I am yet ° t 

here nor therrf T •« f P ( fW ? ears are neither 

hi el ' r J 7 ° 0,ltent Wia less tbi » bout-so 
g . I made over my claim upon the bankrupts to 

the other creditors for a small sloop that had belonged to 
them, and began the coasting trade again. I sold mvsloon 
soon after, bought a brig, and took a trip in her to Kingston 
m Janmica— when, what was my grief and surprise to see 

friend Billy 1 I could at fa, scnrceiy VdLT^’ % °‘ 
thought I knew the face but could not call to mvljol. 

more than a casual meeting! ^Iwitt 

my cabin window ; I saw that Ihe person who bad ,7 5 

my attention so much was a slave, and allowed the dr 

busy with sonre papers, andTd n y ten 111 77 

1 ‘he oftt 

• s>ei. On the second trip of the lighter T , , 

and the same individual was there I caught 7- ^ 
and, as I gazed upon him, he uttered a cr/T 

sorrowfully, and sunk it upon his btolts J'‘- S ^ 

distant doubt : my heart W, P 7 1 , * n0W the most 

was. But how he had come into 1 ° m1uaae him > slave ^ lie 

the DouUe Jfa. <L nate J ° ^ ^7 

open deck , and, as soon as he reached it, I wSLfS 
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hand to him. I believe my eyes were not dry: his were 
pouring a flood of tears upon my hand, which he kissed 
again and again. The crew and others looked on in 
amazement The captain of a brig shaking hands with a 
black slave ! Such an occurrence they had never wit- 
nessed ; for my crew were native Americans, and looked 
upon negroes as an inferior race of men. He was now a 
stout young man, but rather thin and dejected ; he was 
naked, save a pair of old trousers, and his shoulders and 
nack bore the scars of many old and recent stripes. His 
ormer vivacity was now nowhere to be traced in his 
melancholy countenance— the independence of his former 
manner had all forsaken him— he was, in truth, a broken- 

! U T , 1 ' 1 ' aQ< ? Cri ! shed slave - 1 vesolved afc °»ce to purchase 
ns liberty, if within my power, and told him so, when he 

e at my feet, wept, and kissed my shoes before I could 

• ift him up. He had not as yet opened his lips— his heart 

was too full, emotion shook his frame; and, to ease the 

ce mg that seemed like to choke him, I went from the 

cabin to the state room, leaving him alone, while I sought 

out a jacket and light vest for him. I staid no longer than 

was necessary to give him time to recover. It was ever 

engraven upon my heart, that look of gratitude he gave 

'"e. 1 1 is attempt tospeak was still a vain effort. He^vas 

another man’s slave and liable to punishment. I requested 

liim In go away to his duly, and not (ell any ono what 
I meant to do, lost his master should ask an exorbitant 

aum > 11 'bought I was resolved to purchase at any price. 

So he went into the Moses, and pulled ashore ; but kept 
his gaze constantly on mo. 

As soon as my business would p unit, I v ent on shore 

before sun down to make inquiries about his purchase from 
his present master, and was pleased to find that lie was the 
piopertji of the merohant to whom my oargo was consigned. 

1 told him at once frankly offhand that I wished to pur* 
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chase a slave of his, to whom I had taken a fancy. He 
rep ied, I was welcome to any of them at a fair valuation, 
and then called Ins overseer- for he himself cared little 
a out his slaves, hardly knowing them by sight— and in- 
qmred if I knew his name. I told him the one I meant 
was called Billy, and described him. The overseer at once 
knew whom I meant, and said I would be welcome to him 
at cost for he was a stubborn, sulky dog, and gave him 
much trouble, and, besides, was getting rather sickly j so 
hat, if I chose, I might have him for two hundred dollars, 
a once agreed, and, after supper, went on board, happy 
that I had succeeded so well ; for Billy was to be handed 

out tb* r m / he fo A re “ oon ’ as S0011 as the notary had made 
out he transfer At length he came on board, joy beam- 

■ f G 7 l 3 fea 7 re ; but 80 much had his noble spirit 
een crushed and broken, that he still felt his inferiority 

and stood at an humble distance. He had been taught the 

s vere lesson of what it was to be a slave. When*! met 

him first, all he knew of the white man was the most 

humble submission to King Peppelandhisfather’shumours 

Their word was law to them at Bonny-how great the 
contrast to him here ! He was insulted, delfsed and 

, 01 17 / tbe la ? b ’ b ^ tbose very whites he had been 

rr f * 7 beU a duld » to look u P° n as scarcely his equals 
Had he been even a prince in the interior, L bondat 

lib I u W ° Uld n0t haVe beeu balf 80 galling I 

beckoned him to follow me to the cabin, where No 

STin B™ nt ° f MS adVente 1 bad 

“ The captain left him at school on his next voyage to 
, COaS ’ and dld not take out until the second year 

safe to his father, the prime miniete, 

accomplishments. Captain Waugh «s most liberally !■ “ 
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warded ; King Peppel was glad to have one about him, 
who could make ‘book speak.’ Billy had every appear- 
ance of rising into great favour ; but, poor fellow, the 
accomplishments his father was so proud of, proved the 
ruin o:' them both, and of all their family. In King Peppel’ s 
court there was as much ambition, intrigue, and rivalry, 
as in the most civilised in Europe ; nor were the political 
plotters less scurpulous in the means they used to overturn 
the influence of a rival. They first began to hint, in an 
indirect manner, that Bonnyface had sent his son to the 
white man’s land, to learn obi, and write t feteche > or 
charms. T he King, for some time, only laughed at them ; 
but their endless inuendoes gradually began to poison his 
mind ; and, while he became cool and more cool in his 
manner, the secret enemies had bribed the priests, or 
‘feteche’ men, who also envied Billy his accomplishments, 
and tli ey openly declared that it was not good to have 


white man’s ‘feteches’ in the black man’s country. Old 
Bonnyface saw the storm gradually thicken around him, 
without the means of averting it ; but this torturing state 
of uncertainty came to a close. The King, who had been 
ailing for some time, and applying to the surgeons of the 
slave ships, without much relief, was advised to try the 
physicians of his own country. These were the priests and 
feteche men ; and this was the opportunity SO long desired 
by the enemies of Billy’s family* It was declared by all 
that there was a white man’s ‘feteche’ upon him, and they 
could not remove it j but gave no Opinions as to who it 
was that had put it on the King, it could be none of 
the white men in I he river, lbr they all were his friends 
for trade; and then they paused, and shook their heads, 
reoeived their presents, and retired* No one gave the 


least surmise to the King, who 
had been done moni hs before. 


was the charmer ; for this 
All that had been hinted 


of Bonnyface and Billy going to Britain rushed upon the 
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King’s mind, aggravated by fear. Next day saw Tionny- 
face s head struck off, to break the ‘ feteche ; ’ and the in- 
teresting Billy, and all the members of the family, were 
sold for slaves to the Europeans, their wealth confiscated 
to the King, and a part ol it bestowed upon those who had 
wrought their ruin. I brought Billy home with me — and 
here ends my narrative, at least for this evening.” 

It now being rather late, I bade the Captain good night, 

and called again in the morning, after breakfast, when I 

fou i id tl iat the mother and babe were quite restored. Upon 

inquiry, we learned that the name of her husband was 

William Robertson. As the day was remarkably fine, I 

walked with the Captain to the reading-room, and found 

that he Czar had arrived at Leith the day before. We 

took the stage, and rode down, and soon had the pleasure 

to see the husband of the Captain’s guest. When they 

met, the Captain seemed much affected at sight of him, 

and, in an agitated manner, inquired of what part of Sc >t- 

land he was a native. He said he was born in the Grass- 

market ot Edinburgh ; and, upon further inquiry we 

found that he was the Captain’s cousin, the son of his uncle 

who had married after his bankruptcy, and died, leaving 

uis sou destitute , who, from necessity, had gone to sea, 

o conclude, William Kobertson came home to Mornino-- 

side with us, a happy man. His wife and child resided 

with the Captain until his death, and that of Billy who 

did not survive him many months. The cousin sailed his 

own vessel out of Greenock, and that was the last account 
I i} ad irom him. 
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THE KATHERAN. 


Sao rantingly, sae wantonly, 

Sae dauntingly gaecl he — 

J Te played a spring and danced it roun 
Beneath the gallows tree. 


In the latter end of the summer of the ye ar 1700, as a 
party, consisting of two ladies and two gentlemen, wore 
returning to Ban! i] the place of their residence, from a 
distant excursion into the Highlands, they were overtaken 
by the dusk of evening in the Pass of Benmore, one of the 
wildest and most desolate spots in the north of Scotland. 
The ladies of this party were both young, and one of them, 
in particular, surpassingly beautiful. This lady's name was 
Ellen Martin, the daughter of a gentleman of great wealth, 
residing in the neighbourhood of the town above named. 
At the period we introduce her to the reader, Ellen had 
just completed her nineteenth year. She was rather under 

than above the average stature of her sex; but her fragile 
form was exquisitely moulded, and perfect in all its pro- 
portions. Her countenance was oval, glowing with health, 
and strikingly expressive of a disposition at once confiding, 
open, and affectionate. In truth, it was impossible to look 

the youthful form of HI Ion Martin, w illiout feeling that 

yt >u saw before you the very perfection of female loveliness. 
Hut, if there was any particular time or occasion when 

that beauty was scon to greater advantage than another, it 
might have been when, shaking aside with a gentle motion 
of her head the profusion of fair glossy ringlets with which 
it was adorned, she looked up with her largo intelligent, 

but soft blue eye, and her small rosy lips apart, to catch 

n ioi 1 distinctly what conversation might bo passing around 
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her. At such a moment, and in such an attitude as this, 
she seemed, indeed, more like one of those aerial beings 
that fancy delights to create, than a creature of mortal 
mould. 

The female companion of Ellen Martin, on the occasion 
of which we have spoken and ai'e about more fully to 
speak, was an intimate friend. One of the gentlemen was 
a near relation of Ellen’s, the other the brother of her 
friend. The party, all of whom were mounted on little 
Highland ponies, having been overtaken by the dusk, 
began to ieel rather uneasy at their situation, as they had 
yet fully fifteen miles of wild and hilly road to travel 
before they could reach any place of slieltex\ They had 
been perfectly aware, when they set out in the morning, of 
the distance they had to accomplish, and knew, also, that 
considerable expedition was required to enable them to 
complete with daylight the necessary journey ; but, full 
of health and spirits, and possessed of tastes capable of 
enabling them to enjoy the splendid scenery which had 
met them at every turn in their mountain path, they had 
loitered on the way till they found that they had expended 
all their time, and had yet accomplished little more than 
half their journey. In this dilemma, there was nothing 
for it but to push on — a simple enough corrective of their 
error, apparently, but one by no means to them of very easy 
adoption ; for they did not well know in what direction to 
proceed. U nder these circumstances, one of the gentlemen 
called a halt of the party, to consider of what was best to 
be done, and to see if their united intelligence could make 
out where they were precisely, and help to the selection of 
the best route by which to prosecute their journey. To 
add to the unpleasantness of their situation, it be°-ah to 

rain heavily, and occasional peals of distant thunder 
growled amidst the hills. 

The party were at this instant crowded together beneath 
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. the she ter of a projecting rock, whither they had retired, 
to avoid the beating rain, and to hold the consultation to 
which we have above alluded. Unpleasant, however, as 
then- situation was, they felt no great alarm The ladies 

indeed, expressed some uneasiness occasionally ; but it 
was quickly banished by the rattling gl ee of their male 

companions, who, elated with experiencing something like 

an adventure, were in high spirits, and endeavoured to 
communicate the same deling to their fair friends Ellen 
who with all her gentleness of nature and delicacy of form’ 
was ot a highly romantic and enthusiastic disposition, was 
gating pensively on the mighty masses of hill thdt'rose 
around her on all sides, and anon down into the deep 
lollow of the pass, to whose highest point they had nearly 
a amed, when she thought she perceived, through the 
obscurity of the twilight, a human figure ascenditm the 
pass in the direction of the party. She called the atten- 
tion of her friends to the approaching object, which, in a 
ew minutes was sufficiently near to exhibit the outline of 
a man of tall stature. He was advancing rapidly, with the 
light springy step peculiar to the Highlanders, and was 
traversing with apparent ease, ground, which, from its 
ruggedness and steepness, would have rendered the pro- 
gress of Olio accustomed to such travelling, slow, labo- 
lious, and painful. The person now approaching seemed 

not to feel any such difficulties. He hounded lightly and 
i.ipnl y <»\( i 11,0 ground, and in a few minutes was within 

a few yards of where they stood. On observing the party, 

he “ ade '"Wards thorn, and, dolling bis bonnet with great 
politeness, and with the air of a prince, inquired, after 
apologising for his intrusion, whether they stood in need 

of any such assistance us one who know the country well 
could afford thorn, and was ready to give. 

Tho person who now stood before the party, and who 

in.idn thin liieudly inquiry, was a young goutleuian — at 
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least one whose appearance and manner bespoke him to be 
such. He was dressed in the full Highland costume of a 
person of consideration of the period to which our tale 
refers : but was fully more amply and carefully armed than 
was even then usual amongst his countrymen. In his belt 
he wore, besides the dirk, the common appendage, a couple 
of pistols, and, by his side, a broadsword of the most for- 
midable dimensions. The figure of this person, who ap- 
peared to be about five-and-twenty years of age, was 
singularly handsome • his countenance mild and pleasing 
in its expression, yet strongly indicative of a bold and 
lined spirit— advantages which were finely set off by 
the picturesque dress in which he was arrayed, and which 
he wore with much dignity and grace, and by his erect and 

martial bearing. His whole figure, in short, was remark- 
a striking and prepossessing, 

I fear, said the stranger, addressing the party, and 

smi ing as he spoke, “that you have miscalculated the 

height of our hills and the breadth of our muirsrthat you 
are so late abroad.” 

“It is even so, sir,” said one of the gentlemen : “we 
have been idling our time, and are now reaping the fruits 
of our thoughtlessness. We neither know well where wo 
are nor which way we ought to go. I suppose we must 
.jus ma e the most of the situation we are in for the ni°iit 
although these rocks are but very indifferent covering ’ 

Why, I must say I would not feel much for your 
case, gentlemen,” said the stranger, “though vou had to 
sleep on the heather for a night_I have done it a thousand 

I fear ” bUt SUCh qUarterS Would 111 suit ^ese fair ladies, 

• nf 6 ! they mUSt be . content t0 P«t up with it for this 
night at any rate,” said one of the gentlemen ; “for we • 

can make no better of it.” 

“ Perhaps we may make better of it,” said the stranger. 
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Something must be done to get these ladies under shelter. 
< me see. And he mused for a moment, then added— 

1 thought you would not be overly nice as to the ele- 
gance of your quarters, and if you would accompany me 
for a distance of a couple of miles or so, I think I could 

piomise you, at least, the shelter of a roof, and such enter- 
tainment as our Highland huts afford.” 

1 llr ln, ' i " !: ' ' II>er °f the stranger being gladly accepted 
by the party, who, one and all, declared they would be 
exceedingly thankful for any sort of quarters, the whole 
set forward under the conduct of their guide. Whether 
directed by choice or by chance, the latter, at starting, took 

* " ■ ", v by the bridle, and was subsequently most 

assiduous in guiding the animal by the easiest and safest 
racks. Nor did he once quit his hold for a moment 
during the whole of their march. This circumstance 
naturally placed Ellen and the stranger frequently by 
themselves ; since, as leaders, they generally kept several 
yards in advance of their party — a circumstance which 
was not lost on the latter, who aimed at, and succeeded 
in making, perhaps a somewhat more than favourable 
impression on his fair companion, by his polished man- 
ners and lively and intelligent conversation. 

Wo will not say that the effect of these qualfications 
uas not heightened by the personal elegance and manly 
beauty of their possessor; neither will we say that the 

romantic and susceptible girl was not predisposed, by the 
same oause, to discover, in all he said, fully more, per- 
haps, than would have 1 apparent to a more indifferent 

listener, Bo this as it may, it is certain that on this night, 
and on this particular neeasion, Ellen Martin felt, and felt 
for the first time, the, to her new, strange, and delightful 
emotions of incipient love. What avails it to say that pru- 
dence should have forbidden this 1 The object of Ellen’s 
sudden regard was a stranger, a total stranger. Jlis name 
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even was not known, nor liis rank in society otherwise Ilian 
by conjecture, which, though favourable, was, of course, 

vague and uncertain, The circumstances, too, in which he 
had been met with, were such as to preclude all possibility 
of connecting any one single elucidatory fact with hiehis- 
toiy. But when, in a young and inexperienced mind, did 
love submit to he controlled by reason ? and when did the 
young heart exhibit the faculty of resisting i, n| „, :|( , 

will? Certainly not in the case of Ellen Martin, who was, at 
this moment, placed precisely in those circumstance s must 
eminently calculated for exciting, in susceptible bosoms, 
the one great and engrossing passion of the female heart 
After about an hour’s travelling, the party, with their 
guide, arrived at a solitary house situated in a little glen 
or strath overhung with precipitous rocks, ami throu-d, 
which wound a narrow and irregular road, that led in one 
c n ection over the hills that stretched far to the west, and 
in the other to the lower grounds, from which the neigh- 
bouring mountains rose. The house itself, although an- 

!“7 ^ a ™' y , oM one ' was of ,ho °>j«- <-f i'oJs 

m the Highlands nt that period. It was two stories in 
lieigH roofed with gray slate, and exhibited at wide inter- 
vals small dingy windows filled with the thick, wavy and 

obscure glass of the time Altogether it had the apja,,,.. 
enceef bemgthe reidenoo of a person of the rank of a 

small proprietor or M 

tbe honse, all was quiet within „„,1 „ m ,„d fa . 

was seen or movement lieard. The hour was into L 

dWantooni If bC0 n l0 ” g TO “ witl ™ » *«* 

the latter, s id ^ ° COndUC ‘ 01 ' ° f ' ““ •*■*» 

r * 

min Jr 1 Wi ! 1 , b r° S<> g °° Cl Waifc here > ^friends, for a few 

minutes, until I prepare Mr. Chisholm for your reception. 
He is an old and intimate friend of mine, nnd will be .hid 
on my account, to show you every kindness in his power. 
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Having thus expressed himself, he left them, and, in a 
few moments after, returned to conduct them to the house, 
where they were received with great kindness by the land- 
lord, a middle-aged man, of respectable appearance and 
mild manners. On entering, the party were ushered into 
a large room, where a servant girl was busily employed in 
kindling a lire oi peats. These quickly bursting into flame, 
the travellers, in a very few minutes, found themselves 
enjoying fie agreeable warmth of a blazing fire. But the 
kindness of their host was not limited to external comforts. 
M itli true Highland hospitality, he board was loaded with 
refreshments of various kinds ; huge piles of oaten cake, 
with proportionable quantities of eggs, cheese, butter, 
cold salmon, and mutton ham ; and, though last, not 

o 

least, a little round, black, dumpy bottle of genuine 
mountain dew. 


Delighted with their reception, pleased w ith each other, 
and urged into that exuberance of spirits which good cheer 
and comfortable quarters are so well qualified to inspire, 
especially when they present themselves so unexpectedly 
and opportunely as in the cast* of which we are speaking — 
the party soon began to get exceedingly merry ; so much 

so, that they finally deiei mined, as morning was now fast 
approaching, not to retire to bed at all, but to spend the 
few hours they intended remaining where they were. In 
this resolution they were the more readily confirmed by a 
certain proceeding of their late guide, in happy accordance 

with the mirthful feelings of the moment. Tins was his 

taking down 1mm the wall a fiddle, which hung invitingly 

over the fire-place, and striking up some of the liveliest 

airs of his native laud. The efFeot was irresistible j for he 
played with singular grace and skill, striking out the notes 
with a. distinctness, precision, and rapidity, that gave 
the fullest effect possible to the merry strains which ho 
point'd on the ears of the captivated It (mors, The party 
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were electrified. The gentlemen leapt to their feet, the 
table was removed bodily, with all its furniture, to one side of 
the apartment, and, in an instant after, the ladies also were 
on the floor. In another, the whole were wheeling through 
the mazes of a Highland reel. Nor did the merriment cease 
till the rising sun alarmed the revellers, by suddenly pour- 
ing his el ulgence into the apartment. On this hint, the 
music and mirth both were instantly hushed; and the party, 
throwing aside the levity of manner of the preceding hours, 
began, with business looks, to prepare for their departure. 
Their host pressed them to stay breakfast; but, being anxious 
at once to get forward and to enjoy the morning ride, this 
invitation they declined. Their ponies, which bad been in 
the meantime carefully attended to by their hospitable 
landlord, were brought to the door, and in a ew minutes 
the whole party were mounted, and were about to start, 
when the circumstance o;( their late guide s again taking the 
reins of Ellen’s pony in his hand, and apparently preparing 
to repeat the service of the previous night, for a moment 
arrested their march ; all protesting that they would on no 
accounfcper him to put himself, by accompanying them, 
to the slightest further inconvenience on their account. 
With what sincerity Ellen joined in this protest — for she 
did join in it — we lo not know ; but it is certain that her 
opposition to his accompanying them did not appear at all 
so cordial as that of her companions. 

J ho objections ot tin: party, however, were politely, but 
peremptorily overruled by their guide, who reconciled them 
to his determination of escorting them, by remarking that, 
without his assistance, they would never find their way 
amongst the hills, and bat, moreover, lie was going at any 
r^.te Meyeral miles in the very direction in which their route 
lay. These assurances, particularly the latter, left no room 

farther debate, and the party proceeded on their way; 
the guide and Ellen, as before, leading the march. But, 

i / 
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as it was now daylight when any little clianee distance that 
might occur between the parties was of less consequence 
and less attended to, they were always much farther in 
advance than on the preceding night; indeed, frequently 
so far as to be for a considerable time out of sight of their 
companions. In this proceeding, Ellen had, of course, no 
share whatever. It was solely the result of a certain little 
course of management on the part of her escort, who 
availed himself of every opportunity of widening the dis- 
tance between his fair companion and the other members 
o t c part) . It was on one of these occasions, when the 
lovers— for we may now without hesitation call them such 
—had turned the shoulder of a hill which Ellen’s guide 
me w, calculating from the distance which the party were 
behind, would conceal them from the view of the latter for 
a considerable time-it was on this occasion, we say, that 
he suddenly seized Ellen by the hand, and, ere she was 
aware, hurried it to his lips; but, as quicklyresigning it— 
Ellen,” he said, looking up to her with an expression 
of tenderness and contrition that instantly disarmed the 
gentle girl of the resentment into which the freedom he 
had just taken had for an instant betrayed her— “forgive 
me— will you forgive me? That cursed impetuosity of 
temper— the failing of my race, Ellen— has hurried me 

min an impropriety. I have offended you. I see it— but 
do forgive me.” 

“ On condition that you do not attempt to repeat it,” 

. i:1Ie “» smi,li "g> though there was evidently much 

agitation in her manner. 

“ I promise,” replied the offender. A pause ensued, 
during which neither spoke. At length, Ellen’s guide,' 
win. seemed to have been struggling with some powerful 
ami oppressive motion, suddenly, but gently arrested the 
progress of the pony on which she rode, and said, in a 
Voice altered in tone l.y intensity of feeling 
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“ Ellen, 1 wish to God we had never met!” 

“ Wll 7 should you entertain such a wish ? ” inquired 
Ellen, timidly, and blushing as she spoke. 

Because then I had not been broken-hearted,” said her 

companion, with a sigh. “ I had still retained my peace 

of mind— my step should still have been light on the 

heather, and my thoughts ree and - careless as the wind 
upon the mountains.” 

“You speak in enigmas,” replied Ellen, blushing deeper 
than before. “ I do not understand you,” she added, but 
with a manner that coutradicted the assertion. 

“ Then I will be more plain with you, Ellen,” replied 

her companion “ I love you, I love you, fair girl, to 
distraction.” 

This declaration was too unequivocal to be evaded ; yet 
poor Ellen, though her heart responded to the sentiment, 
knew not what reply to make in words. Her agitation 
was extreme— so great as almost to impede her respiration. 

“We are strangers, sir,” she at length said— “ total 
strangers ; and such language as this should, if spoken at 
all, be spoken only when it is warranted by a longer and 
more intimate acquaintance. Ours is literally but°of yes- 
terday, although you have certainly crowded into that 
short space as much kindness as it would possibly admit 

of; and I and my friends are grateful for it— sincerely 
grateful. Still we are but strangers.” * 

Strangers, Ellen ! replied her lover, getting more and 
more energetic and impassioned as he spoke — “ no, we are 
not strangers— at least you are none to me. From the 
Inst instant I saw you, you were no longer a stranger. 

rom . 8fjj mstant > y° u had a home in this heart, and°on 
that instant you stood before me confessed one of the 
loveliest and gentlest ol your sex. What more would an 

age of acquaintance have discovered ? What more is there 
need to learn.” 
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At Diis instant, a shout from one of the gentlemen of the 
party interrupted the enthusiastic speaker, and put an end, 
for the time, to the conversation of the lovers. The call 
however, that had been made on their attention by their 
friend, being merely intended to intimate that they had 
them in view, 1. den's guide soon bund another oppor- 
tunity of renewing his suit. We do not, however, think 

it necessary that we should renew a description of it 

tedious as the conversation of all lovers is to third parties. 
We shall only say, then, that, long ere Ellen and her 
handsome and accomplished guide parted, the affections of 
the simple, confiding girl were unalterably fixed. Whether 
they were happily disposed of, the sequel will show. 

After having crossed “ muirs and mountains mony o’,” 
Ellen and her lover arrived on the ridge of a hill, which 
commanded a distinct, though distant view of the town of 
lhinir, when the latter suddenly stopped, and — “Ellen,” 
lie said, “here we must part. 1 can proceed no farther 

with you ; but it will go hard with me il 1 do not see you 
very soon again." 


Nay, said Ellen, “since you have come so far with us, 
you must go yet a little farther. You must go on to the 
town, and afford us an opportunity of acknowledging the 

obligations under which we lie to you. My father will be 
most happy to see you.” 

Ihc expression of a sudden pang crossed the fine counte- 
nance of the si i anger. Ills lip quivered, and his brow 
contracted into momentary gloom; but, with what was 


apparently a strong effort, he subdued the feeling, what- 
ever it was, which had caused this indication of mental 
pain, and replied, after a brief pause— 

No, Ellen, it cannot he. 1 must not — J — l dare not 

outer Baull with the light of day." 

“Dare not 1 n said Ellen, in surprise. “ Why dare you 
not? What or whom have you to fear?” 
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u?T ? , r ° P ! 1Gd her corn P ani °n, somewhat distractedly 

but w * 8 foCe °I n ° Single Inan ’ wea P° n to weapon ; 
Tu ’ 1 10 ent6r Banff ’ 1 mi S ht not have sucli fair play. 

There are some persons there with whom I am at feud 

, my i e would be in danger from them. This was 

Yet it i, nnf i t ff d that 1 dared not enter Banff. 

3 n ,°j that 1 wouId not dare either," lie added rais 
ing himself proudly to his full height, and laying ‘ an 

emphasis expressive of defiance on the word; “but' it 

Wm be fo °lhardy— absurdly imprudent. I cannot I 

may not go further with you, Ellen ” 

of “ z:::r ted by t,,e 

E en and her companion. These, on being told that the 
a er was now about to leave them, repeated, and in nearly 
sunilar words, the invitation which Ellen had already given 

on t,„ t „ ccasioni h an „ 6red (W Tq ^ 

said that pressing business called him in another direction 7 

»d r epeated ^ where now - J , 

He however, promised, though „ ith the meaner of^ 

who has no fixed intention of fulfilling tint • ? 

the first time he went to Banff -f ® pr ° miSe ’ that 

, GUl t0 oircumstancps wrm ij 

P«Wit, he would certainly pay them a visit 
B eJZl y ZT t n °‘/° Us ' tW "’" °ne of the 

Favour us with y„„ r name if you pie » » 

that i’ f S “ d „‘ he kt<i suidl! ’ smi| ing. “ Why, 

when and wh^f yZ ZZZjTi? ^ “ 

the par,y4i,h *°° k »-* each of 

a look and pressure of peculiar mtemg^^Sw! /d 
away with the same light aud eiastic^ wldch t 
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had approached hem on the preceding night, and was soon 
lost to view. 

# 

It would not be easy t'or us to say precisely what were 
h(> opinions entertained by E len’s party, of the warm- 
hearted but mysterious person who had just left them. 
These were various, vague, and indefinite. That he was a 
person far above the ordinary classes of the country, was 
evident from his dress, his manner, and his accomplishments, 
i lie first was that ot a gentleman, the latter were those of 
a man of education and talent. These obvious proofs of his 
rank there was no gainsaying; nor would they admit of any 
difference of opinion. But it had not escaped those who 
were now engaged in discussing the subject of the stranger’s 
probable history, that, during the whole time they had been 
together, neither his name, profession, nor place of resid- 
ence, had ever transpired. They had not been at any time 
alluded fo, even in the slightest or most distant manner. 
It was only now, however, that the oddness of this circum- 
stance seemed to strike the members of the party with the 
full force of its peculiar character. Each now asked the 


other in surprise, if they had not ascertained any of the 
particulars just mentioned from the stranger; and all de- 
clared that they had not. More extraordinary still, as it 
now appeared on reflection, his name had never once been 
mentioned by the person in whose house they had passed 
the previous evening. In this investigation, the circum- 
stance of the slrangcr’s having declined to give his name at 
parting was not of course forgotten. The affair altogether 
was a singular one — a conclusion at which all arrived; but 

it was One also, which their discussion could throw no 
light mi ; and this being sensibly felt by all, the subject was 

gradually dropped. 

To what extent the doubts and indefinite suspicions with 

which the mystery associated with their lute guide lmd 
Inspired the various members of the party, were shared by 
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£Uen, we do not know; but we suspect that, in her boson, 
they were mingled with feelings that had the effect of giving 
them a totally different character from what they assumed 
m the minds of her companions. In her case, these doubts 
or suspicions were wholly unassociated with any idea un- 
favourable to the character of him whose conduct excited 
them. She saw, indeed, that there was a degree of e n- 
cealment on the part of that person ; but she never, for a 
moment, dieamt that it proceeded from any reasons involv- 
ing anything disgraceful. In the fondness of her love, 
she conceived it impossible that a being of so kind and 
^i-nt-rons a heart, of so prepossessing appearance and 
manners, and of so noble a form, could ever have been 
guilty of anything which should subject him to the debas- 
ing feelings of either shame or fear. She felt there was 
mystery, but she was satisfied it was not the mystery of 
crime; and, under this conviction, she continued to cherish 
the love which had thus so suddenly sprung up in her own 
..guiltless and guileless bosom. The party, in the n < a- 
tirne, were rapidly approaching the place of their respective 

residences, and a very short time after saw that consum- 
mation attained. 

If we now allow somewhere about the space of a month 
i elapse, and if we tliei look, in the dusk o a certai i even- 
ing, into a certain retired green lane or avenue, at the 
distance of somewhat less than a quarter of a mile from 
the residence of Ellen Martin’s father, in the vicinity of the 
town of Banff, and which, being on the property of the 
latter, was secluded from all intrusion, we shall then and 

l re Iiii |P eiS0DS | walking together, in earnest and 
secret conversation. If we approach them nearer, we shall 

discover that they are lovers ; for there is the gentle accent 

and the endearing concourse of fond hearts. T1 . ai0 

Ellen Martin and her mysterious lover; and this is the 

fifth or sixth night on which they have so met sinco 
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scribed Ut ° d afc th ° tlme and U1 tho manner b e f ore de- 

But why this mystery, James?” — f or this m ™i, t 
ns mmm had she obtained-EUen might have been over 

SV- fcZESE 2* r her Wer - ttii 

lac o. \ hy a I tins mystery ?_why is it that you come 

you shun th “ Shade of “gbt ?— and why is it that 

and whv ah" n * Wl SUch SedllIo " s anxiety ?- 

Oh do con fi 7 ^ a ’ y ° U al ' VayS SO carefully armed ? 

m nd °; e tT" JamGS) and tdl ine aI1 - Believe my 
n nd. Pell me the reason of these things. You wrone 
me by tins mvstprv f rt ». n ,• v 5 wrong 

cerity— it implies that v dr*? a SUSpicion of m y sin * 
trusted." ? ‘ ty unk m e unworthy of being 

“Doubt your sincerity, Ellen! 

iof beinrr tmetnitu • j , ' 1 1111 v you unworthy 

USted! said person whom she addressed 
emphatically but tenderly. “ Sooner would I doubt the 

„° > •? »„„i d i t „,, t r e 

" . ,<>W a f n il ,<>r it has ebbed —than doubt your sin 

the informal ion you ask- (i,, will, <1 ] • f g,VG y ° U 

loose you for ever • -, ,,1 wh .t m, ° n,mtion 1 wou,d 

to ini ie( I •’ k you ’ wou,d induce me 

- 4 with Z I JZZ*Ty 

cZ ,„r”: Ur'T'l'^ h " “ clai ""' d . wi«> increased 

S£in : taThiS 1 * - 

“ ' inwer .Ini,bi,.d it, James— I never doubted it," said 

,1 M "' s tears, and leaning her head fondly on 

Sh0U ? d ® r lover; “ami I will not press you fn.'lher 
for ^at information whieh you seem so L\„..,V l , 

I ,"’ ' " “«“ttme,asyousay,confid, in V o„r ihhW 

and h a vo i ho to some fhture and happier hour. 

'•Pl'ioi lour, Ellen I" rani her companion, with a bitter 
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smile. “ Alas ? there is no happier hour than this iu 6turo 

forme. But it is happiness enough.” And he chanted in 
a. low, but mellifluous voice — 


“There’s glory for the brave, Ellen, 

Ami honour for the true; 

There's woman's love for both, Ellen 

buch love’s 1 find in you. 

u There’s wealth into the Indies, Ellen, 
There's riches in the sea — 

Hut I would not give for these, Ellen, 
One little hour with thee.'* 


A poor bargain, James,” said Ellen, smiling and blush- 

ing at the same time. “ You are a fair poet, but very 

indifferent chapman, if that be a specimen of vour bargain, 
making." ’ ° 

. ^ ma y so > Ellen,” replied her companion, also smil- 

ln fJ5 yet I am willing to abide by the terms." 

At this instant, a rustling noise was heard amongst the 
bushes close by where the lovers stood. The mysterious 
stranger started, hurriedly freed his sword hilt from the 
folds of his plaids, muttering, as he did so 

“Ha! have they dogged me? They shall rue it. Bv 
heaven, they shall rue it ! — I shall not be taken cheaply !” 

nd he half unsheathed his weapon, as he stood listening 
or a repetition of the sounds which had alarmed him • but 
they were not repeated ; and the uneasiness of the lovei- 
gradually subsiding, they resumed their conversation \ r 
the «pi.y of another “little hour tlle ,„ vo “ 

parted to meet no more-a misfortune which they but 

little anticipated ; for a solemn promise was given by both 

to meet in the same place and at the same hour on tint 
day se ennight. 

As it may lead to the gratification of some curiosity on 
the part of the reader regarding the mysterious lover of 
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E] Ien Alai tin, we slmll f n ii i . 

J- » the ma’nner just ££? tr tCPS after *-*« 
however, make the re-der 6 ma ^ as we ^> fir st, 

person alluded to were by 77 ™ ils of tbe 

plisliment. They cost him leans ol y " ! y easy accom- 
nioor, of upwards of Um a j° llr ney, over mountain and 

foot, ~ ** ° f 

and such a feat to him natlVe mounta ms, 

much to boast of If we fo n‘ lS ^ ° n . e which he deemed 

deep but narrow glen or ravin ’ r. d "'' 3 ' arrmn 8 at * 

and accessible only a’t one extremity 1 ’ “7"^ 7 ^ 
acquainted with 

He ascended the n2Zl T T\ &coom P^S possessed. 

uic natural barrier bv wliL.T fi 
closed with a sure w . -j ^ 111 tae ravine was 

its utmost height and er7h ‘T’’’ “ hen ’ lmvin S S-ained 

tide, he extricatd TiZ ,he "W-^ 

Ms of his plaid, and drew fromTa^jtT^t 

s-irtn r irr *■ s 

oopsewood, at a little height ikridc ofT l "" 

tinel with loaded rille whose dot *, 11 8 ,,n . lay a sen- 

on any one entoring wiu! Z , • 7 7“'^ *° 

given of his being a friend Havin .,'T P le ™“tly 

‘ho person of whom we we« 8 n f to 

for any response fw none was 

nto the ravine below, bounding from , r ,„ m & r 

hunted chamois, and trusting f„ r soonr^ ° , Tao, '^rv 

footing to a handful of Ibo liohon which grew from Z 

*22" r k ** * ™*,Cr B 

Having gained the bottom of the ravine l„. T f* 

— "o onoin JTdet »d now 
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made for a clump of copscwood, which i/a-w at a consider- 
able height on the side of the glen. This gained, he 
dashed the branches aside, and, in the next instant, 
plunged info a cavern whose dark mouth they concealed. 
Accompanying him thus far also, we -hall find the coin 
panion of our travels reaching a large and lofty chamber, 
m the centre of whioh burnt a huge fire of peats, built on 
a circular piece of rude masonry, and Mound uhieh ar. 
seated eight or ten men. Here and there may be seen 
resting against the walls of the chamber the large steel 
basket-hilts of broadswords, and, in different corn, 
accumulations of plaids and bonnet-. Another object ids-, 
will strike us. This is several immense sides of beef, and 
several carcases of mutton, hung up in various pari- of 
the cave, all ready for the operation- of the cook. Neith. r 
the character of the place, nor of those by whom it is 

occupied, can be mistaken. It is a den of Mi-bland 
katherans. ° 

The reception by the latter of the person whom we 

have just intruded upon them, was very markedly odd 

nnd distant ; and it was rendered more so by the contrast 

between his manner to them on Ids entrance, and theiie to 

him. The former was cheerful and concilia, tv, the hitter 
sullen and repulsive. 

“The eagle’s eyry is not now in the cleft of the rock ’’ 
said one. “ It is in the barn-yard.” 

Ay, the deer has left the mountain, and gone to herd 
with the swine," said another. 

“ 1 understand you, f riends,” replied the intruder. “ You 
do not approve of these wnnderings of mine. You think 

shopkeeper or Wanslmw weaver— and perhaps it is so in 
some measure; but I cannot help it I acknowledge that 
the whole energies of my nature— all the feelings of mv 
heart— have undergone a total change, both in character 
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and direction. I certain 1„ , 

it, and therefore feel 'tint I n "°' ? 1 ^ 1 feeI 

leader.” 1 am no lon ger fit to be your 

our feelings toward' s' ^ 2 ) n St ‘ no w T t *? ^ Part ° f 
m these feelings -it least n ’ Jut not & U- There is 

« «■ -™<i o«rcomL„to,e r ;:;' zv" r rMs,ec ' 

you, Macpherson, for yours is tl Y kn °' V that we love 
—yours is the hnnd tint ° genorous and °pen hand 

^°> thank Gock” renliod fhn 

“ much evil as I have done th * ‘ US euIogize d ~ 

part of it. Personal ini. • n° * ieddlng of blood is no 

to any »» iU I *° “ y 

:r . *» fte poor c t er Zd fr' f ' 

me m vain. But. my friends ” wnn * y asked from 

fa bul a nu lanclioly str ,i„ r„ , ” ‘ h,! S|>ralicr ' “ » 

» f * -it, a„ d ‘lot'n,* Metfr f? K " Mlhi »« 

s »i'l Ufa be went to comer oTZ m “‘ CKi ' Wc *'•” 
lay a large wooden chest Ti,;- 1 10 oavern » where 

a violin. It , vas ‘ ,US ,1C °P ened - and drew out 

the P erson who now held it ‘ 

u " ® n e^vated bench of stone, which i,,’i , a,ins h,mst ' lf 
,l1 " mmates of the cavern against the w III *"* 6re ° ted hy 

playing some cheerful airs and will ’ 1,0 0om "" i>cod 

ve *y • so,, n dissipated the angry feelincs "n * e ®? t iat 1,e 

t ; csstatr t 

before lowering witli aloom nn ,i r 0ufc n ] >ttle 

minstrel, perceiving the effeot of hi J sl ' llni1 

Indeed, wl.iol, for,,,',.,- • , nmsic an died, 

dpate & t J*Z2Sr, r 1 

linit, .i i ■ * / 1 vv cn tinged Iiis strain find 

° f ‘baling and plc“c 


the kathekan. 

«n° f Wbi0h he P ^ d «*»*• «*■« .„d 

we“ht. a bLr T ched 1116 fierce “ nd 

ceased- W i+ music. At length the musician 

“ he 

attitude in which tho 1 *l e ^ xec ^ an d pensive 

Having T 7 8,IainS had b ““ d *«*■ 

Drou gm his performances to a close *u a 
cian, half in earnest and half plavfull v l . musi_ 

it had been a livi “ tZ ’ A“ boSOm < embraoed i‘ “ if 

from which he had original],, taken il l i !? ' chest 

carefully deposited it. His reception on n *** . agam 
the partv whom he i. .i • , on now returning to 

music, was vety different from what'it T d“b ® ^ ** 
first entrance. Their hptte a • l* ad ^ een on ^ 
been touched by his strains * ^ Iandlier feelings had 
bosom had hJil ? eti ° ° hOTd “ -* 

visible in the altered manne^f fh° f T 
affected towards him whose skill 1 a j W ° Were t ^ lus 

The transition of the feelings of adm^r^ ^ 

and easy from the music to f atlon was natural 

words of kindness and formvene mUS1Clan 5 and looks and 
tain Orpheus, who took his nla SS D ° W gleeted tlie moun- 

in some refreshment which LdbeeTb Jh! ^ ^ 
preparation. eeu ’ tlie meantime, in 

Leaving the katherans employed in r 
repeat, which consisted simply „f ros ,ZV^° USSme *“* 

8 b0le ° f that se "st regarding the chief 
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personage of our tale, which we have hitherto so carefully 
kept. This personage, then, was no other than the cele- 
brated freebooter, Macpherson. This man, as is well 
known, was the illegitimate son of a gentleman of family 
and property m I . , : i less-sh 1 re, >y a woman of the gipsy 
race. He was brought up at his father’s house; but, on 
the death of the latter, was claimed and carried away by 
his mother; when, joining the wandering tribe to which 
she belonged, lie acquired tlieir habits, and finally became 
the character which we have represented him — namely, a 
leader of a band of katherans. He was a person of singular 
talents and ace* piishments, of uncommonly handsome 
form an- ! feature, of great strength, yet, though of a lawless 
profession, of kind and compassionate disposition. Such 


was the hero of our tale — such the lover of Ellen Martin, 
although little iiid that poor girl yet knowhow unhappily 
her affections had been placed. 

Having nothing whatever to do with the proceedings of 
Macpherson and his band during the interval between the 
parting of the former with Ellen and the period of the pro- 
posed meeting — these having but little interest in them- 
selves, and being in no way connected with our story — -we 
will at once pass this space of time, and bring up our nar- 
rative to the day on which Macpherson was again to set 
out for the trysting place. His motive and feelings in this 
matter he confided only to one friend out of all his com- 
rades. This man, whose name was Eneas Chisholm, was 
the son of the person at whose house the reader will recol- 
lect the party, of which Ellen was one, was so hospitably 
entertained on the night they had lost their way on the 
mountains. It was he, also, who had eulogized the gene- 
n> ity and clemency of Macpherson, as we a short while 
since recorded. He was a young man, and, both in manner 
and disposition, much like Macpherson himself. He pos- 
eessed ail bis warmth and sincerity of heart, kathenm a* 
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bUt " as *—7 hi > inferior in talents and in 

a Taling " “PPortnnity when none 

intended onThat 1 ’^ 0 ' 1 inf ° rmed P erson tbi “ ^ 

ended „„ that evening repeating his visit to Bang- 

madness "XT’ S f 0 'P berson >” sai(i Eneas — “ downright 
in these J S “ re y do not calculate on the risk yon run 

° f W into the 

• miracle " 0 ^.” ^ " 4 ** ** — 

:r ,nan ” ^ 

Derhan« 4„ Z T l l hlS ° WD P rowess > and not a little 

proudly, “trive mp f . • . ~ ent > and > he added, 

£? “ y ^ ““ “ Banffwm take James Maopherson 

said Enea!“ e o and 7 v takC th ™* h . Macpkemon,” 

think.” ’ y ° U ° an hardl J «“ escaping, I 

“ Cf !!® r UP ’ Ch , eer “P bonny, bonny May 
j why that look of sorrow ? 

He's wise that enjoys the passing hour- 

He s a fool that thinks of the morrow ! » 

shoulder. “ Why ^ friend Jocosely on the 

Martin I 'uT£T "> 

there were a half-pr* ^ r A * at ^ ma y ay, although 

and Bang and ev«v n ® ® °“ ^ *"* « 

.. Th e "’ “ , a "”7, noose w ere gaping for me .. 

lien, at least, allow three or four of ns tn 

JOU, McPherson, in case of accidents,” said EnLT^" 7 

»e shSi be’permeTin ,r'" IeP “ ed Mi -P>— 

unfortunate, ^ £ ^ZT ft* °™' K 1 “ 

penalty of my own rashness and imprudent “V* *"1 j 

put a dog’s life in ieoDardv W 1 P udence - 1 would not 

jeopardy, let alone yours, in such a mat- 
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ter as this. But 1*11 tell you what,” he added: “ I’ll exact 
a promise from you, Eneas.” 

“ What is that?” said the latter. 

“It is,” replied Macpherson, “ that, if 1 am taken, and 
taken alive, you will do what you can to have my violin 

conveyed to me to whatever place of confinement I may be 
carried.” 

“It is an od fancy,” said Ghisliolm, smiling; “ but I 
promise you it shall be done, since you desire it.” 

“I do,” replied Macpherson. And here the conversa- 
ti 'M between him and his friend terminated ; and, shortly 
after, the former having carefully armed himself, set out 
alone on his perilous journey. The sun, when lie left the 
glen, had already sank far down into the west; while his 
slanting rays were yet beating with full fervour and in- 
tensity on those sides of the rocks and hills that looked 
towards the setting luminary, their opposite fronts were 
involved in a rapidly deepening shade, and the valleys 
were beginning to be darkened with a premature twilight. 
But Macpherson had calculated his time and distance 
accurately. Three hours of such walking as his would 
bring him to the goal he aimed at, and then the gloam- 
ing would be on the verge of darkness. And it was so, 
in each and all of these particulars, lie arrived at the 
trysting-place precisely at the time and in the circum- 
stances he desired. On reaching the appointed spot, Ellen 
was not yet there. Neither did he expect she should ; but 
he felt assured that she would very soon appear. Under 
this conviction, he seated himself on a small green bank, 
closely surrounded with thick shrubbery or copsewood, 
and, thus situated, awaited her arrival. 

Leaving Macpherson thus disposed of for a time, we 
shall advert to a circumstance of which he was but little 
aware, ilt hough it was one which deeply, fatally con- 
cerned him. lb 1 had been seen and recognised. The per- 
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^ons-for there were two— who made the discovery, dogged 

wifi n, , freebooter t0 the P ,ace of his appointment 

41 EI]en > where, seeing him stop, one of them hurried 

S2p .TT dCa J e thC im P° rtant intelligence to the 
mot ’ W r \ the ° ther remained 40 ke *P watch on the 

motions of the unsuspecting outlaw. On the fonner’a 

jnrnamed 0 - Ced * ^ P " - "" e ° f the iaM 

“What would you give, Mr. Sheriff,” he said “ to know 
wha^Maophe^ freebooter is a, this mo™. ? •' 

hi m 10 r der *• prob “ bie **>■* 1 

but dared 2^Z W' he ™ hUDdred 

he'Iy [~y K m 7 j" a “hero 

hta> . ,hlS mstan '’ and a “ “lone too — not one with 

for ‘le o, d ptoe e of a M Cd , ,he Sb<!riff ' ' vith emat animation, 

■nan ? • be added, impatient," 

replied his infornumt'^d 2 ™ ca* 1 ““7 men nie t” 
your prisoner.” ^ ^ ”' irks 1 t»ke him 

Done I said the Sheriff, exultingly — “ fifty mert- l n 
be yours, of well and truly told nmn 7 . ly merka sha11 

Maepherson into my power, and, instead" o?T“|f 7' pm 

company yon. I. be far distant ? ? W “ >C ' 

exceeding a mile.” 

Sheriff, ’itistmui^t™^ f \ ?“ 

* ^ done m Sootland “"nlr; 
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V* 1 * Tt Were WOrlh a thous and merks a-year to the 

shire of Banff alone.” ear to the 

In less than fifteen minutes after this conversation had 
passed, a sudden bustle might have been seen about the 
old town-house of Banff. This was occasioned by a num- 

° men amongst whom was the sheriff, hurriedly 
it cont 6 t ° l Wn i , arm0UI 7 for such ^rlike weapons i 

best he' o ’ iTf / h °SS ng and arming himseIf with thQ 
best he could find. This choice, however, was neither 

of LZ T t°\ ? ned 5 the St0ck > clliefl y consisting 

, ' T rust y L °chaber axes, and a few equally rusty 
halberds and broadswords, kept for the array of the civ* 

guard on great occasions— sometimes of love and some- 

times of war. 

The party having all now armed themselves, were drawn 
up in front of the town-house, when the sheriff niacin* 
umself at their head, gave the word to march ; and the 
whole moved off under the guidance of the person whose 
intelligence had been the cause of their turning out. After 

they had proceeded about a mile, the latter called a halt 
o le party, and taking the sheriff two or three paces in 
advance, pointed out to him the spot in which he had left 
Macjdmrson, and where, as they were informed by the man 

who had remained to watch his motions, and who at this 
moment came up to them, he still was. 

A consultation was now held as to the best mode of nro- 

CCC Ing to t,le cap 1 are of the dreaded outlaw — a feat by 
no means considered either a safe or an easy one by those 

by whom it was now contemplated ; for all were aware of 
ns prowess, and of the desperate courage for which he was 

distinguished. 

Macphcrson, in the meantime, wholly unconscious of his 
danger, was still quietly seated on the small green bank 
where We left him. Ellen had not yet appeared, and he 
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was listlessly employed in drawing figures on the ground 

sT rtled bvT • ° 7 SCabbar<3 ’ WhGD he suddenly 
wl . b f * Similar noise amongst the bushes with that 

, , C la a arme( J Illm on a former occasion. He sprung 
to his feet, drew a pistol from his belt with his left hand S 

and his sword from its sheath with his right and t) 
prepared, awaited the result of the motion, which he now 

rarifflylf d ear ^' The rUStlin « i"««a S ed. the foliar 
•rapidly opened in a line approaching him and L • c 

Ass- 

Eneas 1” he exclaimed, under hrenili • 
great surprise. ’’ but m a tone of 

“ Hush » llu sh !” said Eneas seizins c ■ , , 

arm — “ not a word In fi™ " g fnend b >' the 

are a dozen of the sheriff’s men within (I™ ifv j Tlere 
of you, planning your capture. Let us be off^^ ^ ards 

we can gain the town o g the Iatter onwards. “If 

concealment there ” ' & ma ^ eSCape ' 1 know a place of 

“Nay, but Ellen— Ellen, Eneas I” sa id ivr i 
hanging backwards, and resisting +i i d Wac P b erson, 
to drag him away. S ^ eff ° rts of his «end 

- «ui 

you and I are in the hand, f T ^ * dda * and both 
“ We can fight E„ e “.” ° Ur ** dB “ — 

“Ten times a fool I” exclaimed the latter m • 
anger. “Fight a dozen men nil n * lncreasin g 

sen es !_ an d observe, besides, ” he added « , . ° Ur ' 

mil sacrifice me as well as yourself.” ’ 3 ° Ur obstlua cy 

Ay, there you have me ” renllod Ar i 
shall not be — God forbid I” And ^ M f ph ? rson - “That 
his friend. e bllrri ed along with 
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ooptwta. “ Am M from th0 

ke 2Z7Z Z ZZ1 ^ ^ «• «-* 

an^he highway that M to £. “ ££"“ ,h< ™ 

with yet greater easp t-t • ’ . eai e< ^ fc he impediment 

outlaws hurried towards ^ ^ <he tW0 

appeared ; and it seemed as if tb pursncr hnd yet 

their escape. I n this fancied sTcurity^tl^f^-^' 1 

which would alinch ,o ‘ hej '. m, * llt incur the risk 

*. tics, not a word “T 01 ™ ^ Duri "« 

sx “z • T z hZ ~ “ y t 

behind* 1 ^ ^ S^h it £ 

—A and ^ wZ 

assailants for tl.ere were two-flinging b , I f h ‘ S 

msta„t, ,„ , hc gromd * $ » a ,* i fte same 

arms. Having thus set himself at liberty he Wf;i 

Eneas, also it w hen t " P ° n t His 

a. leas', a S '™'™ .*»-* * 

being now joined by their comrades'’” b“ T’ 

number of their cnp.n;,, . , i undaunted by the 

fate if taken, the intrepid outla^deter^edTn^ d b6 
resistance. Macpherson with hie m 3 °n a desperate 

was an admirable ewordsman, and beftlttaT^T"' 3 ' 

r" ?• r 

Umltdln tM. e C '"" J , k " " *« *«» eiosing wii'h 
and m tin, conviction be coolly awaited their onset. 
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It was some minutes before this took place ; for their 
opponents, awed by their fierce and determined bearing 
ung back. At length, however, they seemed to be gather- 

tin llli age 7 degrees > as the y came gradually moving on 

and his comrade, when two of the boldest of them made a 
sudden rush on the former, with the view of rendering his 

fatal to the assailants iv-.i a ’ “ 4 the attem Pt was 
determination^ 811 ^' a ierce sbout ° f defiance and 

a bW thTsnto 7 ra *7 d0 .’"“ ,he { °™°* with 
despatched th *h ^ t0 the chm ’ wllile his com Tade 

it t2 tins sr ba t * ° r ^ - 

their enemies, wb„ were ^7, ^^ b etween them and 
stricken by this, the first resuhs of the enco^e/T’ 

ended iiTthe rffiolutim^f ft°“ Comu,teti ™. which 
and in a Cy *°d ft t " ^^aneously, 

opponents Acfe. o^ft • f 0 "* 1 bearil1 * don ** 

"ward, wi^u7sCX rl°“' *1 " i0le "** 

' Place. For » w rime bott M-„h 7“°* '°° k 

not only warded off th!’ „ Mac P he ^on and his friend 
were made at them, but ITugM d^^te^f ft 

-seemed yery doublet £ 

jaatr $»* 

closed upon and surrounded ; fcr the ft “f 

was now greatly increased by an accession ,^! !“' crowd 

who, haying heard the din of the conflict t —ns people, 

- ■— - iK-Mirs 
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placing his back to the wall n f Q i „ 

sword, and defied the whole host of ene^ fl °? 1Shed 
upon him- and „ , °' enemies who pressed 

who would come within realh of thf *** ° ne 

he kept a circle of sever/ f *“*** ° f an W 
having in this interval gaine/breath T ^ “** 

p“ tt\ he r d be W ; “I 

trough e migtt CUt r ^ 

,lis t " ,, " raies fr ° m 

ceeding he now mi," u “ Pp, 0ach llim ’ such pro- 
measure was at lids / 7 C f ° ntem P lated - a counter 

its execution, and ptootdiha 1 T^ 1 . 0 "’ which Prevented 
enemies. d h ° U W ln tlle hands of his 

A person from the crowd entered fli« 1 

wall of which Af = house, against the 

wijicn ivucpherson was standing hv n j 

and proceeded M nr. * uum o> oy a back door, 

iri? ,y aboTe “" d " i “ n " • £ 

»i« Cvy n^rSL**- 

it no >v^ 3i ® ncav y bcotch blanket, threw 

I binding hta P lT iUe * # ™ r outlaw, thus 

'l l,,. | . . 15,1 1 " l 8 ^ lm fr° m using his weapon. 

‘ l,e Pro “ edi “8 whirl i H„c- 

SSJTS.W*- !*-*• 1 = kj 

» ”-.V „IX. r . f ■'» «» 

I ' hln "g any period of the 

^ving oonS L - ° f tteir "on.hu 

On being captured, he was bound conveyed . > : 

and n. i , 1 conveyed to prison, 

(1 ' ' | | ", Lr " : "’‘ P 11 ' 1 ''' 11 <>ver him. On the following 

y, nn elderly woman, dressed in the antique garb of he! 
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bi front" ft! 6 Hl M Ij . lands ~ WaS seen walkin g «P and down 

, the Jai1 m whlcil Macpherson was confined, and 

the bu^i an ° n A Castin g a look of anxious inquiry towards 

J ZT7T ^ ^ Wee ^5 but aH her tears had been 

for both her J”* 6XCeSS ° f grief had P assed away; 

deep sorro^ ^ mannei > thou S h stiU expressive of 

stern ol *** "* com P^d-nay, even 

ocliZ°LTI ie "° use of tte -»— ? 

r-7 ^^szszz* 

Z! 1™S r^TlXfh? s“ g S “hfhew 

at the massive and well-studded outer-door of le prison 

m ^TtL^rlSi" ZZST 0?* 

tnd E d o Z ? ”■ ~ ~ 

limbs should be fettered with £ol-Z 2 2 

should be denied to that strong arm whicht “ S '''° rd 
ready to defend the defenceless I” * 0n0e 80 

“What mean ye, honest woman?” cmVi n, • 
was a good deal nn 7 oio^ • said jwlor, who 

address P ^ * mnt » in this 

not I^Sat fte Wetsfte^ ™ itor > 8teraI y- “Do 
that the strong has fallen 

cunning P Do not I mean *fc p_ and i * ZtZ t 
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not James Macpherson a prisoner within these walls, and 
are you not his keeper?” 

“It is so,” replied the astonished functionary, 
f himw it,” said his visitor. “Then will you convey 

this to him ? ” she said, bringing out a violin from beneath 
her plaid. 

Tlie jailor looked in amazement, first at the woman, 
and then at the instrument. 

“What!” he at length said, “ take a fiddle to a man 
who’s going to be hanged ! That is ridiculous.” 


“It is his wish,” said the former, briefly. “The wish 
of a dying man. Will you convey it to him ? ” 

“ Oh, if it be his wish, he shall surely have it, ” said 
the jailor ; “ hut it is the oddest wish I ever heard.’’ 

“You will convey it to him, then?” replied tho 
stranger, with the same sententious brevity as before. 

“ I will,” was the rejoinder. 

The woman curtsied and withdrew in I lie same cold, 
stern, and formal manner she had maintained throughout 
the interview. On her departure, the jailor proceeded to 
Macpherson’s dungeon with the extraordinary commission 
with which he had been charged. The latter, on seeing 
the well-known instrument, snatched it eagerly and de- 
lightedly from its bearer, exclaiming — “Welcome, welcome! 
thou dear companion of better daysl thou solacer of many a 
heavy care ! thou delight of many a happy hour I Faithful 
KneasI” And with the wild, strange, and romantic reck- 
lessness of his nature, he immediately began to play in the 

sweetest tones imaginable — tones which seemed to have 
acquired additional pathos from the oiroumstances of the 

performer — some of the melancholy airs of his native laud; 


and from that hour till the hour of the minstrel's doom, 
these strains were almost constantly heard pouring through 
the small grated window of his dungeon. But they were 

soon to cease for ever. Macpherson was, in a few days 
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afterwards, brought to trial, and condemned to be handed 
at the cross of Banff. ° 

On the day on which he suffered the last penalty of the 

, , a _ a some one with his 

violin to him to the place of execution. The request was 

coiuphed with. The instrument was put into his hands 2 

ho stood at the foot of the gallows, when he played over 

the mel aneholy air known by the name of “ Maephersou’s 

Lament. It had been composed by himself while in 

prison On concluding the pathetic strain, he grasped hfc 

and muL d T k - “f * *» H— £ gallop 

6elf at the fool ofZZu T 'Jn .T‘ P - ' ^ ^ “*• 

SreX„°,r ied * a “ *- “ d ° f M ^-n‘ 

We have now, we conceive, to gratify the reader’s 

ZTdlV; °EiL po M« 3ly 7he d S? is aocomplis " ed 
ascertained, tHoug^Ti 

c mysterious lover was; but neither the history of her 
attachment to him, nor her intimacy with him“ was ever 

‘T™, *° “r one his friend Eneas ; for none 

er had he ever named her. Nor, durinu ids 

nement, or at any period after his capture hid 1 

made the slightest allusion to her This in«Wl 

motives of delicacy towards her he 1 , ’ X “ deed ’ 

carefully avoided. J studiously and 

On Ellen, the effect of a grief-for the discovery of her 
lover s real character had not been able to efface the ini 
pressions which his handsome person ™d 7i 

had made upon her young heart— the effect, we sa^ofa 
grief which she durst not avow, was that of inspiring a 

ofZ L T f M-Phcrson was bnriiid 
Ot her first love, and she never knew another. 
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THE MONKS OF DRYBURGII. 

These worthies were celebrated for “ guid kail;” but they 

tin n Hi 68 t f ° r their in S enuit y in directing 

uealUi of their neighbours and dependents into theif 

own coffers. In common with others of their profession, 

they assailed the deathbeds of the wealthy, and persuaded 

lu dying sinner that he had no chance of heaven unless 

ho came handsomely down for their holy brotherhood 
be lore Ins departure. 

1 1 or such a purpose as this that two of the brethren 
of Dryburgh set out, one day, in great haste, to visit the old 
Laird of Meldrum, who, they had been informed, was sud- 
denly brought in i te point of death; and the information 
was but too true— for the old man had not only arrived at 
the point of death, but had passed it, and that ere they 
came. In other words, the laird was dead when they 
arrived, and their services, of course, no longer required. 

Iliis was a dreadful disappointment to the holy men; 
for they had reckoned on making an excellent thing of the 
job, as the laird had been long in their eye, and had been 
carefully trained up for the finale of a handsome bequest 
It was with long faces, t herefore, and woful looks, that 
the monks returned to their monastery, and reported the 
Utllucky accident of the laird’s having slipped away before 

they had had time to make anything of him in his last 
moments. I lie disappointment was felt by all to be a 

8 n< vous One, for the laird had been confidently re< toned 

"I"’ 11 ;| nre game. Winle m this state of mortification, 
a bright idea occurred t o one of the brethren and he men* 
tioned it to the rest, by whom u was highly approved of» 

I his idisi was to ooneeal the laird’s death lor a time; 
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pto remove his body out of the way, and to procure some 
one to occupy his bed, and pass for the laird in a dying 
state : hen to procure a notary and witnesses, having 
previously instructed the laird’s representative how to con- 
duct himself — that is, to bequeath all his property to the 
monastery : this doi e, the living man to be secretly con- 
veyed away, the dead one restored to his place again, and 
his death publicly announced. 

This ingenious scheme of the monk met with universal 

approbation, and it was determined that it should be in- 
stantly acted upon. 

Fortunately, so far, for the monks, there was a poor man, 
a small farmer in the neighbourhood, of the name of Thomas 
Dickson, who bore a singularly strong personal resemblance 
to the deceased— a circumstance which at once pointed 
it as the fittest person to act the required part. This 
person was, accordingly, i mmediately waited upon, the mat- 
ter explained to him, and a handsome gratuity offered him 
for his services. 


U A- bargain be’t,” said Thomas, when the terms were 
proposed to him ; “ never ye fear me. If I dinna mak a 
guid job ot, blame me. I lcent the laird weel, and can 
come as near him in speech as I’m said to do in person.” 

The monks, satisfied with Thomas’s assurances of fidelity 
proceeded with their design ; and, when everything was 
prepared— he laird’s body removed out of the way, Thomas 
extended on his bed, and the curtains closely drawn round 
^ m ~ t ^ e y introduced the notary, to take down the old 
iiiau testament (having previously intimated to the former 

1 ; ; : 1 he was required by the latter for that purpose), and four 
witnesses to attest the facts that were about to be exhibited. 
Everything being in readiness — the lawyer with pen in 

haiul > the witnesses in the attitude of profound atten- 
tion— one of the monks intimated to the dying man that he 
might now proceed to dictate his will. 
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tone^H* 611 ’” r T' ied the JattGr ’ in a feelj,e > tremulous 
t! 5T rae ’ ’ S °° d f ° lks 8 ’ 1 bequeath to honest 

ind nitir d f v' 1 ’ Wham 1 hae Ian S res peckit for his worth, 

lyin’ money. Put doon that.” And down thaf , 2Z 
ing ) went. But if the house had flown into the air with 
°‘ * e glosts of their great-grandfathers had ap- 

morea 6 ^ tlKm ’ ^ monks could not have expressed 
more amazement or consternation than they did, at finding 

themselves thus so fairly outwitted by the superior gen in! 

ot the canny farmer. They dared not, however, brefthe a 

d of remonstrance, nor take the smallest notice of the 

, 1Ck hat Was about bein g Played them; for their own 
character was at stake in the transaction, and the least 

in imation of their design on the laird’s property would 

have exposed them to public infamy-and this Thomas 

" C, l k,,ew * * was in vain, therefore, that they ed,ed 

r ° ,mtl the bed-concealing, however, their move- 

ments from those prcsent-and squeezed and pinched the 

<lymg laird He was not to be so driven from his purpose. 

" " went, l"'<[ueathing first one thing and then another 

o ns mnest fnend Thomas Dickson, till Thomas was 

"' ly P "‘ m P ° o SSeSsi0n of everything the laird had worth 
bequeathing. Some trifles, indeed, he had the prudence 
■'"< ( i sci el ion to bestow upon the monks of Drylnirgh s 

"I - ri es t icy were, truly, when compared to the valu- 
able legacy he left, to himself. 

\\ hi in th< dying laird had disposed of every thin g he 

oIo8ed - 'Phe discomfited monks returned 

monasti i> the notary and the witnesses departed 
1 "'".as Dickson, in due time, stepped into a com- 

for ^ b l° n !,,,(l defied monks of I byburgh, on the 
r "’ n , tho ‘ '' 8 00tl «ven to daro to hint how lie had 

COlno )>y it. 
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